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"To Detrxttion | preſent my 


Poeſte_. 


} Fvic cankerof faire vertuous ation, 
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Vile blaſter of the freſheſt bloomes on earch, 
Enuies abhorred childe, Derra&ion, 
I here expole,to thy al-tainting breaths 
The iſſue of my braine:(narle, raile,barkebire, 
Knowe that iy ſpirit ſcornes Detrattions ſpight, 


\/ 
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Knowe thatthe Gemime, which attenderh ons 
' And guides my powers intelleCtuall, 
Holds in all vile repute Detratton, 
My foule an eſſence metaphilicall, | 
That inthe baſcſt ſort icornes Critichesrage, 
Becauſe he knowes hisſacred parentage, 
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To Detrattion. 


My ſpirit is not puft vp with farte fume 
Otſlimie Ale,nor Bacchus heating grape. 
My minde di\daines the dungy muddy {cum 


Of abie&rhoughts,aud Exutes raging kate. | 
Trae indgement (110ht regards Oprriony 
A iprightly wit aijdaines Detrattion, | 


A partial! praiſe ſhall never eleuate 
My ſetledcenfire of miric owne efteeme, 
A carkered yetcit of malignant hate ſ 
Shall nere prouoke me, worle my lelfero deeme, | | 
Spight of deſpigiit,and rancors yillanie, 'T 

I am my ſelfe,ſo is my pochie, 
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In Leftores pron ſus matron s 


Each dunghill peſant,tree peruiall haue 
Otthy welllabor'd lines? Each {attin fute, 
Each quaint faſhion-monger, wiole tolere- 
Reſts in hiscrim gay clothes,liet]auerng (pute 
Tainting thy lines with bis lewd cenſuring? 
Shall each oddepuilne of che Lawyers Inge, 
Each barmy.troth,thart latt day did &eginne 
Toread his little,or his uerea whit, 
Or ſhall ſome greater auntient,of leſle wit, 
(That neuerturn'd but browne Tobaccoleaues, 
Whoſe ſences ſome damn'd Occupant bereaues) 
Lye gnawing on thy vacant timesexpence? 


| Boy fiezſhall each mechanick (laue, 


\ Tearing thy rimes,quite altering the ſence? 


r ſhall perftum'd Caſtilio ceniure thee? 


| Shall be oreview thy ſharpe-tang'd poeſie? 


(Who nereread further than his Miſtreſle lips) 
Nerepractiz'd ought,bur {om ſpruce capring skips 


Nere 
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In Leftores prorſus nas 205. 


Ed 


Nerein his lifedidether language vſe, 
But Sweet Lad), faire Miſtres hind hart geere conſe, 
Shall this Fanteſma, this Coloſſe perule, 
Aud bla(t with (inking breath,my budding Muſe? 
Fie,wiltthou makethy wit a Curitezan 
For cuery broking hand. crafts artizan? 
Shall brainlefle Cyterne heads,cach iobernole, 
Pocketthe very Gerizs of chy ſoule? 

I Phylo,l, Tic keepe an open hall, 
A common, and alumptuous feſtiuall, 
Welcome all eyes,all eares,all tongues to mee, | 
Gnaw pelants on my ſcraps of Poeſie. 4 
Caſlilior, Cyprians,court-boyes,ſpanilh blocks, | 
Ribandedeares,Granado-nctherſtocks, 
Fidlers,Scriueners,pedlers,tynkering knaues, 
Baſe blew=coates, tapſtcrs, broad-cloth minded 
Welcome I-faich:but may you nere depart, (flaues * 
Till Ihaue made your galled hides to ſmart, 

Your 
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In Leftores prorſus indignos. 


Tourgauled hides? auaunt baſe muddy ſcum, 
Thinkeyou a Satyres dreadfull ſounding drum 
Will brace it ſelfe? and dainetoterrifie 


, 


' Such abiepeſanrs baſeliroguery? 


No, no,pafle on ye yaine fantaſticke troupe 

Ot puftie youths; Know I doe ſcorne to ſtoupe 
Torip your lives. Then hence lewd nags away, 
Goeread each poalt,viewe what is plaid to day: 
Then to Priapms gardens.,!Y ou Cajtilio, 

I pray thee let my lines infreedome goe, 

Let me alone,the Madams call for thee, 
Longing to laugh at thy wits pouerty, 


Sirra,liuoriecloake, you lazie ſlipper flaue, 


ur , 


Thoufauning drudge,what would't thou Satyres 
Baſe mind away,thy maſter cals, begone, (haue? 
Sweet Gnato let my poekic alone, 

Goe buy ſome ballad of the Faiery King, 


And of the begger wench, ſome roguie thing, 
By Which 
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In Leftores prorſus inaignor, 


Which thou maiſt chaunt ynto the ehamber<maid . 


To ſome vile tune, when that thy Maſter'slaid, O, 

But will you needs (tay?am Itorc'tto beare D, 
The blaſting breath ofcachlewd cenſurer? 4 
Muſt naught butclothes,andimages of men, s 


Burt ſprightleſſe crunks, be ſudges of chy pen? 
Nay then come all, profticute my Muſe, M 
For all the ſwarmes of Idiotstoabuſe. / 


Reade all, viewall,euen with my full conſent, No 
So you willknow that which I neuer meant; 

So you willnere conceiue,andyet diſpraiſe I 
That which younere concciu'd,& laughterraiſe: 
Where I but (triue in honeſt ſeriouſneſle, Te 
Toſcourge lome loule-polluting bealllineſle, 

Soyou will raile,and findehuge errorslurke 1 3, 
In euery cotnerot my Cynick worke. k, 
Proface,read on:for your extreamR diſlikes To: 


Will adde apjncon,to my praiſes flights, 
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In leFfores prorſus indignos. 
_=_ O. how Ibriſtle yp my plumes of pride, 
e DO, howl thinkemySatyres dignifi'd, 
When I once heare ſome quaint Caſts/io, 
Some ſupple mouth'd flaue ,ſome lewd Tabris,) 
Some ſpruce pedant,or ſome ſpan-new come fry 
Of Innes a-court,(triuing to viletie 
My dark reproofes, Then doe bur raile at me 
No greater honout craiies my poeſie, 


x. But ye diviner wits, celeſtiall ſoules, 
ſes Whoſe free- borne minds no kennell thought 
Ye ſacred ſpirits, fayas eldeſt ſonnes,(controules, 


' 2, Yeeſubſtance ofthe ſhadowes of our age, 
., Inwhomallgraceslinke inmariage, 
To youhow chcetefully my Poem runnes, 
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In Lebtores prorſus indignos. K 
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| 3. True iudging eyes,quick ſighted cenſurers, Fr 
Heauens beft beauties, wiſdomestreaſurers, 
Ohow my loue embraceth your great worth/ , ft 


4. Yee Idols of my foule, ye bleſſed(pirits, _ 
How ſhould I givetrue honor to your merrits ws 
Which I canbetterthinke,then here paintforth, | ;;, 


[1k 
You ſacred fpirits, Mias eldeſt ſonnes, | 
To you how checretfully my poemerunnes/ Ga 
Olow myloue embraceth your greatworth! | 
Which I can better thinke,then here paintforth, | th 
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g To thoſe thatſeeme indiciall 


peruſers, 
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Nowe,] hate to affe& roo much obſcuricie, and harſh- 

neſle, becauſe they profit no ſenſe , To note vices , fo 
that no man can vnderſtand them , is as fond , as "the 
French execurion in piture , Yetthere are ſome, (r09 
many ) that thinke nothing good, that is ſo curtcous, as 
ro come within their ma Tearming all Saryres ( ba- 
ſtard) which are nor palpab! Ds and {o 101 gh wilt, 
that rhe bearing of hes read , rould fer a _ ans tecth 
on edge . For whoſe vnlca! ond palate I wrotc (w c firſt Sa 
ryTe,m ſome places roo oblcure 5 in all ; "Accs mi Ny- 
king me. Yet when by {ome ſcuruie Fethons. it ſhall come 
into the late perfumed fift of iudiciall Torguatus, ( that 
like ſome rotten ſtick in a troubled water, hath gorte a 


| great deale of barmic froth to ſtick ro hi (fde 5) 1 knowe 


hee will vouchſlafe it, ſome ofhus new o-mirined Epichers , 

(as Real, Intrinſecate ,» Delphicke , ) 26n im my conlct- 
ence hee vnderſtands nor the leaſt part of it, bur from 
thence proceedes his 1dgement, Perſius 1s crabby , be- 
caulc auntient,and his icrkes,(being perticularly —— 0 
priuat 


EAA | 
Tothe judiciall peruſer. 


private cuſtomes of his time ) dusky . Invenal{ ( vpon the 

like occaſion) ſeemes to our wdgement , gloomy. Yet both 

of chem goe a good ſeemely paſe, notſtumbling , ſkuffling, 
Chaucer 1s hard euen to our vnderſtandings : who knowes 

not the reaſon? how much more thoſe olde Satyres which 
expreſlc themſeclues in rermes, that breathed not long cuen 

in their daies . But had wee then lived, the vnderſtanding 

of them had bceene nothing hard, I Will nor deny there is  * 
aſcemely decorum to be obſcrued, and a peculiar kinde of Y 
ſpecch for a Satyres lips, which I can willinglycr concciue, 
then dare topreſcribe;yer letme haue the ſubſtance rough, 
not the ſhadow. I cannot ,nay I will not delude your fight 
with miſts ; yer I dare defend my plaineneſle againſt the 
yeriuice-face , of rhe crabbed t Satyriſt that cuer ſturte- 
red, He that thinks worſe of my rimes then my ſc]te,1 {corn 
him, for hee cannot '; he that thinks beter, is a foole, 
So fauour me, Good optwon , as I am farre from being a 
Suffenus . 1f thou peruſeſt mee: with an ynpartaall eye, |. 
reade on:if otherwiſe, know Incither valuc thee, nor thy 
ccnlure. | 

VV. Kinſayder. 
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librum primum, 


Laſhing the lewdneſle of Britania, 
Let others ing aS their good Genius moues, 
Of deepe deſignes,orelſc of clipping loues, 
Faire fall them allzthat with wits induftsie, 
Doe cloath good ſubieRtes in true poeſhe, 
But as for me,my vexed thoughttull foule 
Takes pleaſure. in diſpleaſing ſharpe controule, 
T how nurſing Mother of faire wiſdomes lore, 
Ingenuous Melaxcholy, ]implore 
Thy graue aſſiſtance:take thy gloomy ſeate, 
Inthrone thee in my blood; Let me intreate. 


Stay 


| Beare the ſcourge of iuft Rhamnuſia, 


PE rRnags | 
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Proemunmn inlibrum primum. 
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Stay his quicke iocund sKkips,andforce him runne 
| Afadde paſt courſe, vntill my whips be done. 
Daphne, vnclip thine armesfrom my {ad brow, 
Blacke Cyprefle crowne me,whil(tI yp doe plow 
The hidden entrailes ofranke villany, 

Tearing tkevaile from damn'dimpierie. 
Quake guzzell dogs,that live on putred ſlime, 
S$kud from the laſhes of my yerking rime, 
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SATTRE, TI. 
Frontinulla fides, 


Mary God forefend, Martine (wears he'le ſtab, 
Phrigeo, teare not, thou artnolying drab, 
© _.Whatthough daggerhack'd mouthes of his blade 
It ſlew as many as figures of yeares (iweares 
Aqua forts eate in't,or as many more, 
W Y As methodift Mwuſus kild with He)lebore 
In autumnelaſt,yet he bearesthe malelye 
With as ſmooth calme,as Aſecho rivalrie. 
, Howill his ſhape with inward forme doth fadpe, 
Like Aphrogenias ill-yok'd mariage. 
* Fond Phyſtognomer, Complexion 
Guides not the inward diſpoſition, 
A-  Indlines I yeeld, Thou lſaiſt law Ialia, 8 
Or Carmesoften curſt Scatinra 
; Cantake noholdon fimpring Leſbia, 
True,not on her eye:yet Allom oft doth blaſt, 
The ſprouting bud that faine would longerlaſt, 
Cary 


Ry , 


Fronti nulla fades, 


Chary Caſca,right pure,or Rhodanus, 
Yet eachnight drinkes in glaſſie Priapus, 

Yon Pine is faire, yet fouly doth it ll 
To his owne ſprouts: marke,his rank drops diſtili 
Foule Naples canker in cheirtenderrinde. 
Woe worth when trees drop in theirproperkinde, 
Fiſtagogns , what meanesthis prodigy? 
When Fradelgo ſpeakes'gainſt vſury, 
When Perres railes 'gainſt rhicues, ylo dothhate 
Murder,Cladins cuckolds, Marius the gate 
Ofſquinting Ze ſhuts?Runne beyondbound 
Of Nilvltra,and hang me when on's found 
Will be himſelfe, Had Nature turn'dour eyes 
Into our proper felues, theſe curious {pies 
Would be aſham'd; Flauia would bluſh to flout, 
When Oppis cals Lucmahclpe her out, 
Ifſhe didthinkey Lyncews did know her ill, 
How Nature Art,how Art doth Nature ſpill. 
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Frontinullafides, 


God patdon me, I often did auer 
O ud gratis,grate che Aſtronomer 
An honelt man,but Ile doe ſono more, 


| His face deceiu'd me; ut now,fince bis whore 
And ſiſter are all oneghis honeſtie 
G Shall be 2s bare as his Anatomie, 


Y Towhich he bound his wife:o packRaffe rimes! 
Why nct,when court of (tars (hall ſeetheſe crimes? 
Ce |} Rodsareinpiſle,l forthee Empericke, 
| That twentie graines of Opprams wilt not ſiicke 
ro miniſter to bades, Heer's bloody daies, 
When with plaine hearbes Aſatius more men ſlaies 
Then ere third Edwards {word, Sooth in ourage, 
Mad Coribantesneede not to enrage 
The peoples mindes,Y ou Ophiogrne 
Of Helleſpont, with wrangling villanic 
The ſwolne world's inly Rung, then daine a touchy 


I chat your fingers can cftect ſo much, 


d Thou 
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Front: nulla fides. 


Thouſweete Arabian Panchaia, 
Perfume this naſtie age:\mugge Leſbia 


Hath ſtinking lunges,although a ſfimpring grace, | 


A muddy infide,though a ſurphul'd face. 
O for ſome deepe-ſearching Corycean, 
To ferret out yon lewd Cyedian, 


Hownow Bratz, what ſhape beſt pleaſeth thee? | 


All Proteasformesgthy wife in venery, 

Atthy inforcement takes? well goc thy way, 
Shec maytransforime thee ere thy dying day, 
Huſh, Gracchm heares;that hath retaild morelyes, 
Brocked more {Jaunders,done more villanies, 
Then Fa#:4 perperuall golden coate 

(Which might haue Semper idems tor a mott ) 
Hath beene atfealts,andled the meaſuring 

At Conrt,and in each mariage reueling, 

Writ Palephatus comment onthoſe dreames, 
That Hjlss takes, midſt dung.pit recking (teames 
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Front: nulla fides, 


Of Athor hote houſe, Gramercie modeſt ſmyle, 
Chremes aſlcepe, Paphia,ſportthe while, 
Lucia,newe ſetthy ruffegtutthouarr pure, 
Canſtthounotliipey(good brother)looke demure? 
Fye Gals, what,a Skeptick Pyrrhomift? 

When chaſt Ditmna, breakes the Zonelike twiſt? 
Tut,hang vp Hiereghyphickes, Tenor faine 
Wreſting my humor, trom his natiueſtraine, 


SATTYRE. II, 
Difficile eſt Satyramnonſcribere, 


vue» [RVC, 
Cannot holde, I cannot I indure 
Tovyiew abig womb'd foggy clowde immure 
Theradiant trefſes ofthe quickning ſunne. 


Let Cuſtards quake,my rage muſli freely runne. 
Preach 


ILY |? 
Difficile eſt Satyram nonſcribere; 


Preach not the Stoickes patience to me; 
I hatc no man,but mens impietie, 
My ſoule is vext:what power will'th deft? 
Or daresto op a ſharpe fangd Satyrifl? | 
Whole coole my rage? whole ltay my itching ff? 
But I will plague and torture whom I lit; | 
If chatthe three-fold wals of Babrilon 
Should hedge mytongue, yet I ſhould raile vpon 
This fuſtie world, that now dare put in yre 
To make /E£ HOY A bu: acouerture, 
To ſhaderanck filth, Looſe conſcience ts free, 
From all conſcience, what els hath libertie? 
As't pleaſe the Thracian Boreas to blow, 
Soturnes onr ayerie conſcierceytbyand fro, 

What icye Sat#rmi/f,what Northerne pate, 
But ſuch groſſe lewdnefle would exaſperatef 
Ithinke,theblind doth ſeeche flame God rite 
From fifters couch, each morning to the sKies? 

Glow- 
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Dffficile eſt Satyram non ſeribere, 


Glowing with luſt, Walke but in duskie night, 
With Lywcens cyes, andto thy piercing fight 
Diſguiſed Gods will ſhowe,in peſants ſhape, 
Pre(tto commit ſome execrablerape, 
-a3 © Here [owerluſt Pandar, Maraciuggling ſonne, 
'  * Inclownesdiſguiſe,doth after nulk-maidsrunne, 
And, fore he'le looſe his brutiſhlechery, 
'Thetruls ſhall taſte ſweer NeRars ſurquedry, 
There /unos brat,forſakes Neries bed, 
Andlike a ſwaggererluſt fiered, 
Attended only with his ſ\mock-ſworne Page, 
| PertGallws,flily {lips along , tro wage 
Tilting incounters,with ſome ſpurious ſcede 


Ofmatrow pies,and yawning Oyſters breede. 
O damn'd! 


Who would not ſhake a Satyres knotty rod? 
| Whentodefhilethe ſacred ſeate of God 
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Difficule eft Satyram non ſcribere. 


Is but accounted Gentlemens diſport? 
Toſnortin filthyeach hower torcſort 
T obrothell pits; alas a veniall crime, 
Nay,royall,tobelaſtin chirreth ſlime, 
Ay meghard world for Satyrifts beginne 
To ct vp ſhop, when no {mall petty linne 
Is left ynpurg'd,Onceto be purlie fat 
Had wont be cauſethat life did macerate, 
Marry the icalous Queene of ayre doth frowne, 
That Ganimede is vp, and Hebe downe. | 
Once Albion liu'd in ſuch a cruell age ! 
Than men did holdby ſeruile villenage; (borne, 
Poore brats were ſlaues, of bond-menthat were; 
And marted, fold: but that rude lawis torne, 
And diſannuld,as roo tooinhumane,' | 
That Lords ore peſants ſhould ſuch ſeruice ſtraine,) 
But now,(ſad charge! ) the hennell ſnche of ſlaues | 
Peſant great Lords, and ſermile ſernice cranes. 
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Dyfficile eft Satyram non ſeribere, 


Bondſiaues ſonnes had wont be bought & folds 


| But now Heroes heiresſ if they haue not told 


A diſcreetnumber tore their dad did die ) 
Are made much of:how much from merchandie? 
Tail'd,and rerail'd,tiilto the pedierspacke, 
The tourth.hand ward-warecomes:alack,alack. 
Would truth did know 1 /yea:but truth ,andl 
Doe know that fenſe ts borne to miſery. 
Oh wold to God,this were their worſt milchance, 
Were not their ſoules ſould ro darke ignorance, 
Faire godnes is foule Ull, if miſchiefes wut 
Be not repreſt from. lewd corrupting it , 

O whar dry braine mc/ts not ſharp muſtard rime, 
To purge the ſnottery of our ſlimie time? 
Hence idle Cave, Vengeance pricxs me on, 
When mart ismade of faire Religion, 
Reform'd bald Trebmeſworegin Komilh quicr 


He fold Godseflence for a poore denier, | 
bs The 
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Difficile eft Satyram non ſeribere. 


The Fgyptians adored Onions, | W 
ToGarlike yeelding all deuotions. As 
O happie Garlick, but thrice happie you, Th 
Whole tenting gods in your large gardens grew} By 
Demacrits:,rile from thy putrid ſlime, W 
Sport at the madneſic of that hotter clime, T} 
Derivetheir trenzyythat for policie Ar 
Adore Wheate dough, as rea[l deitie, I 
aimighrtie men,thatcantheir maker make, Te 
and force his ſacred bodie to forſake O! 
The Cherubines,to be gnawne aQually, O 
Diniding #ndiniduum,rcally: T 
Making a ſcore of Gods, with one poore word, Ir 
I, ſo 1 thought, in that you could afford, Wi 
Socheape a penny-worth. O ample field, v 
In which a Satyre may iuſt weapon weelde, A 
But 1 am vext, when ſwarmes of /uliens | 

Are (til manur'd by lewd Precifians. 1 V 
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Difficile eſt Satyram non ſcribere, 


Who ſcorning Church rices,take the ſymbole yp, 
As ſlouenly,as carelefle Courtiers {Jup 
Their mutton gruell, Fie, who can with-hold, 
But mult of force make his milde muſe a {cgld? 
When that hee greeved ſees, with red vexteyes, 
That Athens aatienrt Jarge immunities 
Are cyelores to the Fates , Poore cels forlorne, 
Iſt not enough you are made an abie& ſcorne 
Toiceriug Apes,but muſt che {ſhadow roo 
Of auncient ſubſtance,be thus wrung from you/ 
O ſplit my heart, leaſt it doe breake with rage, 
To ſce thiimmodeſt Icoſenefie of our age, 
Immodeſt looſencfle?fieytoo gentle word, 
When euety 6gne can brothelry afford ? 
Whenluft doth ſparklefrom our femaleseyes, 
And modeſtie is rouſted in the skyes. 

Tell me Gabotte, what meanes this figney 
When impropriat gentles will curne Capachine? 
Sooner 
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Sooner be damn'd,O (tuffe Saryricall? 
When rapine feedes our powp,pomp ripesour fall; 


Vhenthe gueſt rremblcs athis hofts ſwart looke, 
The fon doth feare his {tepdamegthat hath rooke 
His mothersp! ace,forluft:the twin-borne brothe 
M aiiznes his mate,that firſt camefromhis mother, 
When to be buge .ts tobedeadly fiche , 
VVaen vert Yous peſants will not ſparc tolick 
The dincls taile tor poore promotion. 
When fornegle&,flubbred Demorton 
Is wan with oriefe, VVhen Xfasyauns for death 
Of him that gauehim vndeſerued breath, 
VVhen Hermus makes worthy queſtion ; 
V'Vhether of Wyight,as Paraphonalion 
Afiluer piſſe-por firs his Lady dame? 
Oris't too good? a pewter beſt became. | 
V'Vhen Agrippma poylons (lawdiyslonne, 
Thatallche world to her owne brat might run. 
VVheſ 
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When the huſbid gapes that his ſtale wife wolddy, 
That he might once be in,by Curteſſe. (death, 
The big paunch't wife longs for her loth'd mates 
That ſhe might haue more joynturs here on earth, 
Whentenuretor {Lortycares(by manya one) 

Is thought right good beturn'd forth Littleton, 
All to be headdy, or free-hold at leaſt, 

When tis all onegfor long life be a bea t, 
Aſlaue,ashaue a ſhort term''d tenancie, 

When dead's thefiren gth of Englands yeomanry 
When invndation of luxuriouſneſſe 

Fats all the world with ſuch gr-fle beaſtlineſſe, 
V'Vho can abſtaine?what yodelt braine can hold, 


But he mult make his ſhamefac't Mulc a ſcold? 
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T's good be warie,whilſt the ſunne ſhines clecr; 
(Quoththat old chufte,that may diſped by yeer 
Three thouſandpound )whil' hee of good pre- 
Comits himſelfe to Fleet, to ſaue expenſe,(tece 

No Countries Chriſtmas:racher tarry hcere, 

The Fleete is cheap ,the Country ha!l roo deere, 

But Codrws, harke,the world expects to ſee 

Thy baſtard heire ror there in miſery. 

What? will Luxuriokeepe fo greata hall, 

That he will prooue a baſtard in his fall? 

No:come on fine: S George by heauen at all 

Makes his cataſtrophe right tragicall, 

At all*cill nothing's left: Come oz,till all comes off, 

T haire and all: Lyxwrio left aſcofte 

To leaprous filths:0 ſtay,thou impious ſlaue, 

Teare not the lead from off thy fathers graue, & 
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To ſtop baſe brokeage:ſellnot thy fathers ſheer, 


His leaden ſheetc; that Rtrangers eyes may greete 
Both purrifation of thy greedy Sire, 

and thy abhorred yiperous deſire. 

But wilt thou needs, ſhall thy Dadslacky brat 
Weare thy Sires halte-rot finger in his hat? 

Nay then Lax#rio waſte in obloquie, 

And I ſhall ſport to hzare thee faintly cry; 

A die,a drab,and filthie brcking knaues 

Are the worlds wide mouthes,all devouring granes, 
Yet Sar keepes a right good houſe ] heare, 
No,it keepes himgand free'th himfrom chill feare 
Of ſhaking fits , How then ſhall his ſmug werch, 
How ſhall her bawd (fit timeJaffilt her quench 
Her ſanguine heate? Lyncens,canſtthou ſent? 
She hath her Monkeyyand her inſtrument 
Smoorh fram'd at Vrio, O greeuous miſery?! 
Luſcus hath lettherfemale luxury, 
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I, it left him; Noghis old Cynick Dad 

Hath forc't him cleane forſake his Pickhatch drab, 
Alack,alack,whar pecce of luftfullfleſh 

Hath Laſcwu lcit,his Preape to redreflc? 
Grieue not good foule,he harh his Ganimede, 
His perfum'd ſhe-goar, {ſmocthkembd & high fed, | 
At Hogſdon now his monſtrous luſt he teaſts, 

For there he keepesa baudy houſe of beaſts, 
Paphms,\ct Luſcrns haue his Curtczan, 

Or we ſhallhaue a monRer of a man, 

Tur, Paphus now deraines him from that bower, 
And claſps him cloſe within his brick-built towers 
Drogenes,th'artdamn'd forthylewd wit, 

Far Lsſcusnow hath skill co praGiile ir, 

Faith,what cares he for faire Cynedian boyes? | 
Veluct cap't Goats,dutch Mares*rut comon toes, 
Detaine them all, on this condition 

He may but vſe che Cynick friction, 
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O now ye male ſtewes, 1 can givepretence 

For your luxurfous incontinence - 

| H-:nce,hence,ye falled, ſeeming Patriotes, 

| Rerurnenot with ptetence of faluing ſpots, 

| Whenhere yceſoyle vs with impuritie, 

d, | And monſtrous filth of Doway ſeminary, 
What though /ber4a yeeld youlibertie, 
Toſnortin ſource of Sodome villany? 

What though the bloomes of young nobilitie, 
Committed to your Rogers cuſtodie, 
Yee Nerolike abuſe?yet nere approche, 

ers Your new S, Homerslewdnes here to broche; 
Taynting our Townes,and hopetull Academes, 
With your luſt-bating moſt abhorred meanes, 

| Valladolid, our Athens ginsto taſte 

's, Ofchy rank fileh, Camphire and Lettitce chaſte 
Ar&cleane caſheird,now Spphi Ringoeseate, 
Candi'd Potatoes are Athemiafis meate, 

O Hence 


| {4 


ab, 


PE oe es 


Readdrgage,que demceps rififts. 


Hence Holy-thiſtle, come ſweete marrow pic, 
Inflame our backs toitching luxury, 

A Crabs bak't guts,a Lobſters,butterd thigh, 
Incare them ſweare is bloud for venerie. 

HadI ſome ſnourt-faire brats,they ſhouldindure 
The new found Caſtilian callenture, 

Before ſome pedanr Tutor, in his bed, 

Should vſe my frie,like Phrigian Ganimede, 

Nay then chaſt cels, when greaſie Aretrne, 

For his rank Fico,is ſirnam'd diuine, 

Nay then come all yee yeniall ſcapes tome, 

I dare wel warrant, you'le abſolued be. 
Reofu:,[leterme theebutintemperate, 

I will not once thy vice exaggerate; 

Thoughthar wa 

And at the quarter day, pay'ſt intereſt 

For the forbcarance of thy chalked ſcore 
Thoughthat thou keep'R ataly with thy whore: 


nowre thou lewdly ſwaggereſt, 


Since 
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| Since Nero keepes his mother Agrippine, 


And no Prange luſt can fatiate/Meſſaline, 
Tullus goe ſcotfree,though thou often bragſt, 


| Thatfor a falſe Frencb-Crowne,thou vaulting had; 
| Thoughthat thou know'ſiyfor thy incontinence, 
| Thy drab repaid thee trae French peſtrlence, 


Burt tuſh,bis boaſt I beare, when T egeran 
Bragsthat hee foylts his rotten Curtezan 
Vpon his heirezthat muſt haue all his lands: 
And them hath joyn'din Hymenrs ſacred bands, 
Ile winke at Robrxes,thar for vicinage 
Enters common,on hisnext na: 6e7 il ſtage: 
When [owe maintaineshis fiſter and his whore 
And ſhe inccftuous,icalouscuermore, 


Leaſt that Exropa on the Bull ſhould ride: 


| Woenonthgwhen beaſts for filth are deified, 


Alackc poore rogues, what Cenſor interdifts 


The veniall capes ofhim that purſes picks? 
When 
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When ſome ſlie,golden-flopt Cafti/io 
Cancuta manors(irings at Primero? 
Or with a pawne,{hall giuc a Lordſhip mate; 
In ſtatute ſtaple chaining faſt his ſtate? 

What Academick ſtarued Satyrilt 
Would gnaw rez'd Baconfor, with inke black fiſt, 
Wold tofle each muck-heap,for ſom outcafi ſcraps 
Of halfe-dung bonesgto ſtophis yawning chaps? 
Or, with a hungry hollow halfe pin'diaw, (gnaw? 
VVouldonce, a thrice-turn'd,bone-pickt ſubject 
VVhen ſwarmes of Mountebanks,8& Bandeti 
Damn'd Briarcans,finks of villany, 
FaRtors for lewdnes, Brokers for the deuill, 
Intect our ſoules with all polluting cuill. 

Shall Lucia ſcorne her busbands luke -warm bed? 
(Becauſe herpleaſure,being hurried 
Inioulting Coach,with glaſſie inſtrument, 
Doth farre exceede the Paphiar blandiſhment) 

Whil'lt 
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Whil-(t I like toſome mute Pythagorar) 

Halter my hate,and ceale to curſe and ban 

Such bruriſh filth? Shall Afathoraiſe bis fame, 
By printing pamphletsin anothersname, 
And inthempraiſe himlelfe,bis wit, his might, 
All to be deem'd his Countries L anchornelight? 
Whib my torygue's ty'de with bonds of bluſhing . 
Forfear of broching my concealed name?{ſhame, 
Shall Balbas ,the demure Athenian, 

Drearhe of the death of next /V7icarian? 

Caſt his nariuitie? marke his complexion? 
Waigh well his bodies weake condition? 

That, with guilt ſleight,be maybeſure to ger 
The Planets place,when his dim ſhine ſhall ſer? 
Shall Cwrio ftreake hislims on his daies couch, 

In Sommer bower?and with bare groping touch 
Incenſe his luſt ,conſuming all the yeere 

In Cyprian dalliance,and' in Belprck cheere? 

Shall 
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Shall Few (pend a hundred gallions 
Of Goates pure milke,to laue his Rallions, 
As much Roſc iuycc?O bath! 6 royall,rich 
To ſcower Fans, and his faut proud bitch, _ 
And when all'scleanſd,ſhal the flaues inſide inke 
Worſe tha the new caſt flime of Thames ebd brink; 
WhilR I ſecurely lethim ouer-ſlip? 
Nee yerking him with my Satyricke whip? 

Shali Criſþ«s with kypocrifie beguile 
Ho'ding a candle to ſome fiend a while? * 
Now lew, then Turke, then ſeerming Chriſtian, 
Then Arhilte,Pavilt, and raight Puritan, 


Now nothingygany thing,cuen what you liſt, 
Sothart ſome guilt may greaſe his greedy fiſt? 
Shall Damas vic histhird-hand ward as ill 
As any iade that cuggeth in the mill? 
Whart,ſhall law,nature, vertue be reieted? 
Shall theſe world Arteries be ſoule-infected, R 
Wit 
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With corrupt bloud?Whil'& I ſhal Afartiatasfge? 

Or ſome young Yillias,all in in choller aske, 

How he can keepe a lazie waiting man, 

And buy a hoodegand filuer-bandled fan, 

With fortie pound?Or ſnarle atLol:os ſonne? 

That with induſtrious paines hath harder wonne 

His true got worſhip,and his gentries name, 

Then any Swine-heards brat, that loufie came 

Toluskiſh Athens: and, with farming pors, 

Compiling beds, and ſcouring greaſie ſpots, 

By chance(when he can like taught Parrat cry, 

Deerely below'd,with mpering grauicie) 

Hath gotthe farme of ſome gelr Vicary, 

And now on cock»horſe,gallops iollily; 

Ticklivg with ſome ſtolne (tuffe hisſenſeleſſe cure, 

Belching lewd termes gain all ſound littrature. 

Shall Iwith ſhaddowes fight?raske bitrerly 

Romes filth?{craping baſe channell roguerie? 
Whil's 
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Whilit ſuch huge Gyants ſhall afirightour eyes 


With exec rable,damn'd 1mpictics? 
Shall I findetrading MMecho,ncurr loath . | 


| 


Frankly rotake adamning periard oath? 

Shall Faria brooke ter atters modeſty, 

And proſtitute ber ſoule to brothelry? 

Shall Cos make his weli-tac'c wite a tale, 

To yeeld his braided ware aquicker ſale? (ſtocks 
Shall cock-horſe, fat-pauncht Aſils ſtaine whole 
Of wellborne ſoules, with his adviceripg ſpots? 
Shall broking Pandars ſucke Nobilitie? 

Soyling faire ſtems with foule ampuritie? | 
Nay,ſhall a trencher flane extenuate | 
Some Lmcrece rape?and firaighrt magnificate 
Lewde /ouiarluft? Whil lt my Satyrick yaine 
Shall auzled be, not daring out co ftraine 
His tearing paw? No,gloomy [zwenall, 
Though to thy fortunes I ditaſtrous fall, 
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When Martins will forſweare all villany, 

(All damo'd abuſe of pajment inthe wartes, 

Aill filching from his prince and Souldiers) 
When once he canbur f much bright dirt gleane, 
As may maintaine one more White-friers queane 
One drab more, faith then farewell villany, 

He'le cleanſe bimſelfe to Shoreditch puritic- 

As for Stadius ,] thinke he hath aſoule:t 
And ifhe were bur fice from ſharpe controule 
Ofhis ſower hoſt, and from his Taylors bill, 

He would not his abuſe hisriming kill; 
Tading our tyredeares with fooleties, 
Greafing great {ſaues,with oyly flatteries: 
Goodfairh [ thinkezhe would noc ſtrive to ſure 


The back of humorous - phate for baſe repute, 
Mong 
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Mong dunghill peſants)botching vp ſuch ware, 
As may be ſalable in Sturbridge fare, ah 
If he were once but freed from ſpecialty: 
But ſoothtill then, beare with his balladry, | 
I ask'tlewd Galws when he'le ccale to ſweare, 
And with whole-culuerinzraging oathes toteare | 
The vaulc of heauen; ſpetting,in the eyes | 
Of natures Nature, lothſome blaſphemies, | 
 Tomorrow,he doth vow he will forbeare, | 
Nextday Imeetehim,but Iheare him ſweare 
Worlethen before : I puthis vowe in minde: + 
He anſweres me to 92orrowbut 1 finde, 
He {weares next day,farre worle then ere before; | 
Purting me off, with morrow,cuermore, 
Thus when Iyrge him , with his ſophiſtric 
He thinkestoſalue his damnedperiury. | | 
Sylenus now is old, I wonder,I 
He doth not hate his triple veneric. 
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 Cold,writhled Eld;his lines-wert almoſt ſpent, 


Methinkes a vnitie were competent: 

Kurt Ofaire hopes! He whiſpers ſecretly, 

When itleaueshim,he'le leauc hislechery, 
When fimpring Flaccus(thatdemurely goes 

Right neatly ripping on his new blackt toes} 

Hath made rich yſe of his Religion, 

Of God himſelfe,in pure deuorion: 

When that the firange /deacin his head 

(Broched mongRcurious ſors, by ſhadowes led) 

Haue furniſh't him, by his hore auditors 

Of faire demeaſnes,and voodly rich mannors, 

Sooth then he will repent, when'strealury 

Shall force him to diſclaiine his herehe, 

What will not poore neede force?Bur being ſped, 

God for vs all,the gurmonds paunch isted: 


His mindis chang'd : but when will he doe good? 


To morrow: 1, to worrow by the Rood, 
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Yet Rnſcus ſweares, he'le ceaſe to broke a ſute; 
By peaſant meanes(\triving toget repute, 
Mong pufftic Spunges, whenthe Fleer's defraid, 
Hisreuell rier,and his Laundreſle paid, 
There is a crewe which I too plaine could name, 
Ifſo I might without th' Againians blame, 
Thar lick the taile of greatneſle with their lips: 
Laboring withthird-band ieſts,and Apiſh skips, 
Rerayling others wit, long barrelled, 
To gliblome great manseares,till panch be fed: 
Gladifthemſelues,as ſporting fooles,be made, 
To get the thelter of jome high-growne ſhade. 
To morrowgyet theſe baſe tricks they'le calt off, 
Andceale forlucre be a iceriog ſcofte, 
Ruſcuswillleaue when oncehecan renue 
His waſted clothes,that are aſham'dto view 
The worlds proud eyes, Druſus wil ceaſe to fawne, 
Wheathat his Farme,that leaks in melting pawne, 

Some 
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Some Lord-applauded ie(t Rath once (et free, 
All will co morrowleaue their roguery, 
When fox-turd Mecho(by damn'd viury, 
Cutthrote deceit,and his crafts vitlany) 
Hath rak't together ſome toure thouſand pound, 
To make his {mug gurle beare a bumming ſound 
| In a young merchantseare, faith then(may be) 
He'le ponder ifthere be a Dcitie; 
Thinking, if to the Pariſh pouerty, 
Act his wiſht death,be dol'd a halfe-penny, 
| Amnorke of Supererogation, 
A good filth cleanſing ſtrong purgation. 

Amnlas will leaue begging Monopolies, 
| Whenthat 'mong troopes of gaudy Butter-flies, 
He is but able ietit iollily, 
\ In pie-bald ſuresof proud Court brauery, 

Tomorrow doth Luxurio promiſe meg 
Hewillynline hjmſelte from bitchery. 

Marry 
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Marty Alcidesthirteenth at muſt lend 

A glorious period,and his Juſt-icch end, 
When once he hath froth-foming e/£tnapaſt, 
Art one an thirtic beingalwaies laſt, 

If not to Day(quoth that Naſonian) 
Much lefſe ro worrow. Yes ſaith Fabian: 
For ingrain'd Habits , ared with often dips , 
Are not ſo ſoone diſcoloured, Young [lsps 
New ſet,are eaſily mou'd, and pluck't away? 
But elder rootes clip faſter in the clay, 

I ſmile atthee,and at the Stagerite: 

Who holds,the liking of the appetite, 
Being fed wich ations often put invre, 
Hatcheth the ſoule,in quality impure, 

Or pure, May bein vertue;but for vice, 
That comes by inſpiration, with a trice- 
Young Furins (carce fiſteene yearesof age 
But is,(traight-waies,right fie for mariage, 
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Vnto the diuell:for ſure they would agree; 
Berwixttheir ſoules their is ſuch ſympathy. 
O where's your ſweatic habit?when each Ape, 
That can butſpy the ſhadowe of his ſhape, 
Thatcan no ſooner kenwhat's vertuous, 
n But will auoidir,and be vitious. 
Without much doe,or tarre fetch't habiture, 
In earneſt thus; [r x 4 ſacred cure 
| Toſaluethe ſoules dread wonnds, Omnipotent 
That Nature is,that cures the impotent, 
Euen in a moment Sure, Grace ts infuſ'd 
| By divine fauour,not by altions vſd- 
| Whrchis arpermanent as beaxens bliſſe 
| Totbemthat hane tt then nohabite 15. 
| Tomorrow nay,to day,it may be got. 


So pleaſe thar gratious Power cleanſe thy ſpot. 
Vice,from priuation of thar ſacred Grace, 
which god with-drawes, bur puts not vice in place. 
Who 
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Who ſaies the ſunne is cauſe of vgly night? 
Yetwhen he vailes our eyesfrom his faire fight, 
The gloomie curtaine of thenightis ſpred.; 

Yee curious ſorts, yainely by Natureled, 


Whereis your vice,or vertuous habite now? 


For,Su/tine pro nunc doth bend his brow, 


And old crabb'd Scotur,on th Organen, 
Pay'th me with ſnaphaunce, quick diftinction; 
Habits,that intelleftwalltearmedbe, 

Are pot pr elſe infusd from Deitie, 

Dull Sorbonili,fly contradiQtion, 

Fie,thou oppugn'(t thedcfinition, 

It one ſhould ſay; Of things tearm'd rational, 
Some reaſon hanegothers meere ſenſual. 

Would not ſoine freſhmangreading Porphrree, 
Hiſle and deride ſuch blockiſh foolery? 
Thenwvice nor veriue haue from habite place: 
The one from want the other ſacred grace, 
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Iufufd,diſplart, not inourwill or force, 
Put as i pleaſe Iehoua hane remorſe, 
Twillzcries Zeno:0 preſumption/ 

I can:chou maiſt,dogged opinion 

| Of thwarting Cynicks, To day vitious, 


it 


Liſt corheir perceprts,next day vertuous, 

' Peace Sexeca,thou belcheſt blaſphemy. 

| Toline from. God, but toltue happily 

(I hearethee boaſt,)fronw thy Philoſophy, 

| Andfromthy ſelfe,d raueninglunacy! 

| Cynicks,yee wound your ſelues, ForDeſliny, 


| Incuicable Fate,Neceſlitic 

| Youbolddoth ſway theadts ſpiritual, 

As well as parts of that wee mortal call. 
Wher's then /will? wher's that ſtrong Deity, 
| You doe aſcribe to your Philoſophy? 

{ Confounded Natures brats, can willand Fate 
Haue both their ſeate,& office in your pate? 
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O hidden depch ofthat dread Secrecie, 

Which 1doe trembling touch in poetry / 

Today,ro day,implore obſequiouſly: 

Truſt not zo morrowes will; leaſt ytterly 

Yeebe atcach'c with ſad confuſion, 

Inyour Grace-temprting lewd preſumption, 
Bur I forget:why ſweat I out my braine, 


RAY | 


In deepe deſignesgto gay boyes, lewd, and vaine? 


Theſe notes, were better ſung, 'mong berterlort: 


But,to my pamphletyfew,laue fooles, reſort, 


Libri primi fats, 
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Proemiunm inlibrum ſecundum. 


Cannot quote a mott Italionate, E 
[Ts brand my Satyres withſome Spaniſh terme, 

I cannot with ſwolnc lines magnificate 

Mine owne poore worthgor as immaculate 
Task others rimes; as if no blot did ſtaine, 
Noblemiſhſoyle my young Satyrick yaine, 


Nor can Imake my ſoule a merchandize, 
Seeking conceitstoſute theſe Artleſſe times, 
Or daine for baſe reward to poetize: 
Soothing the world, with oyly flateries, 
Shall mercenary thoughts prouoke me write? 
Shall I, forlucre,be a Parafite? 


Shall Ionce penfor vulgar ſortsapplauſe? 
| Topleaſecach hound?cach dunguy Scanenger? |, 
| TofirſomeOyſter-wenches yawning, iawes? 
Withtrickſey tales of peaking Coraiſh dawes? 
Firſt 
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Proemumis librum ſecundum. 


Firſt let my braine(bright hair d Latones ſonne 
A Becleane diftrat with all canfuſion, | 


What though ſome [ohn-a-/#ile will baſcly toyle, 
Oaly incited withthe hope of gaihe: (Moile: 
Though roguie thoughts doforce,ſome iade-like 
] Yet noſuch filth my rruc. borne Muſe willſoyle.. 
O Epiftetws,] doc honour thee; . - | 
To tbinke how rich thou wertjn pouertie, - 


Me ee oo 


Ad rithmun, eer: 
£09 prettie pleaſing ſymphonie of words, 
Ye wel-matcht twins ( whoſe like-tun'dt6gs 


Such mitficall delight) come willingly (affords 


And daunce Lexolrocsin my poeſie, © 
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Come all as eafie,asfpruce Curio will, 

In ſome Courthall,to ſhewe hiscapring skill, 

As willingly come meete & jumpe together, _ 
Av new ioyn'dloues, when'they do clip each other, 
As willingly,ds wenches trip around, | 

About a May-pole,after bagpipes ſound, 
Comerimitignumbers,come and grace conceite, 
, Adding a pleaſing cloſe; withyour deceipt, 

Inticing eates, Let not my ruder hand 

Secme once toforce you in my linesto ſtand, 

Be not ſofearefull/prettic ſoules)to meete, 

As Flaccnsis the Sergeants face to greete- 

Be notſo backward,loth to grace my ſenle, 

as Druſus is, to haug intelligence 

His Dad's aliue;but come intomy head 

As iocundly, as: (when his wife was dead) 

Young Lel/i«to hishome,Comelike-fac'trimey 
In tunefull numbers keeping muſicks time, 
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But if you hang an arſe,like Tubered, 
When Chreme: dragd him from his brothell bed, 
Thenhence baſe ballad ſtufte: my poetry 
Diſclaimes you quite. For know,,y liberty 
Scornesriming lawes, Alas pooreidle ſound; 
Since I firſt Phabukoew, I never found 
Thy intereſt in ſacredpockie, 
Thou to Invention addi but ſurquedry, 
A gaudie ornature;burt haſt no part, 
In that ſoule-pleaſing bigh infuſed art, 
Then if thou wiltclip kindly in my lines, 
Welcome thou friendly aide of mydefignes, 
It not? No title of my ſenſeleſſe change 
To wrelt ſome forced rimeg but freelyrange, 
Yee ſcrupulous obſeruers, goeandLearne 
Of/£ſ/opsdogge; meat from a ſhade diſcerne, 
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 Totumintoto, 
| (braine? 
Ang thy ſelfe Dr#ſa * halt nor armes nor 
Some Sopby ſay,The Gods ſell all for payne, 
otio, | 
Had notthat toyling Thebans ſieeled back | 
Dreadpoylned ſhafts,liu'd he nowhe ſhould lack, 
Spight of hisfarmitig Oxe-ſtawles, T hems (clfe 
Would be caſheir'd from one poore ſcrap of pelte. 
Ifrhat ſhe were lhcatnate in out time, 
She might Juske ſcorned in diſdained ſlime, 
Shaded from honour by ſorhe enuious miſt 
Of watry fogpes,that fill the ill-Rufrliſt 
Of faire Deſert, icalous eueri of blind darke, 
Leaſt ic ſhoald ſpie,and at'cheir lameneſſe barke, | 
Honors ſhade thruſts honours ſubſtance frombis places 
Tis {trange,when ſhade the ſubRance can cn_ 
ar 
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Totum in toto: 


Harſh lines cries Carws,whoſe cares nere reioyce, 
But as the quauering of my Ladies voice, 

Rude limping lincefite this lewd halting age, 
Sweetſenting Curxs,pardonthen my rage, 

When wiſards ſweare plaine vertue neuer thrives? 
None but Priepas by plaine dealing wiues, 

Thou ſubtil Hermes are the Deftinies 

Enamour'd on thee?then vp mount the skies, 
Aduance,depoſe,doe cuen what thou liſt, 

So —_ Fates doe gracethy iuggling fiſt, 
Twſcas,haſt Beaclarkes armes and firong hinewes, 
Large reach,full fed vaines, ample reuenewes? 
Then make thy markets by thy properarme, 
O,brawny ftrength is an all-canning charme, 


Thou dreadlefle Thracian, haſt Ha!irbotius Naine? 


What?iſt not poſſible thy cauſe maintaine, 
Beforethe dozen Areopagites? 
Come Enagonian,turniſh him with flights, 


Co TrTary 


- - <> -—_ 


FA PAs 
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Tut, Platos wrath ,Proſe: pina can melt, 
So that thy ſacrifice be freely fer 
What cannot /«:o force in bed with Jowe? 
Turne and returne aſet:tence with her loue, 
Thou art roo dwky, Fie,thou ſhallow Aſſe, 
Puton more eycs,and marke me as I paſſe, 
Well plainely thus; S/-ight, Force are mighty things, 
From which ,auch (sf not moſt earths glory ſprings, 
If vertyes ſelfe, were clad ir humaie ſnape , 
Vertue without theſe might goe beg and (crape, 
The naked truth i5,4 wellcleatbed lie, 
A nimble quick pate monnts ts dignitis. 
By forceor fraude that matterrnct eiot, 
Somaſſic wealth may fall umiothy lot. 

[ heard old Abu (xcare,Flarms ſhould haue 
Hiseldeſt gurl-,for F/avmx was a knaue: 


A damn'ddeep-rceaching villain, & would mount | . 


(fic durit well warcant him)to great account. 
What 
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Totum 1m toto. 


Whatthough helaidforth all his ſtack & tore + 
Vpon ſome office, yethe'le gaine much more, 
Though purchaſt deere. Tur,he willtrebbleir 
In lome ewe Termes, by his excorting wit, 
When 1,in ſimple meaning, wentto ſue 
For rong-tide Damyrthar wouid needs go wooe, 
"g5,þ Ipraifd him forhisvertucushonelt life. | 
fg | By Godcryes Flora, llenot be his wife, 
He'le nere come on,Now [ſweare ſolemnely, | 
When I goe next,Tle praiſe his villany: 
A better ficldrorange in now adaies, 
If vice be vertue, I can all men praiſe, 
What though pale Mara paid huge ſymonies 
For his halfe-dozen gelded vicaries: 
E Yet with good honeſt cur-thraarvſury, 
I feate he'le mountto reveremnt d1gmry, 
zunt} _ O ſleephtlall-canning fleight ! all-damning ſleight! 
'  Theonehy gally-ladier unto might, | 
Twſcus 


YR 


Totum in toto, 


Txſcas is trade falne:yergreat hope he'le riſe, 
Fornow he makes no count of periuries, 
Hath drawnefalſelights from pitch-blackloueries 
Glaſedhisbraided ware, cogs,ſweares,andlies, 
Now ſince hehath the grace, thus graceleſſc beg 
nis neighbours ſweareghe'le {well with treaſurie, 
Tut;Whomaintaines, ſuch goods,ill got decay? 
No:they le ſtick by the ſaule,they le nere away, 
Luſcus,my Lords pertumer,hadno ſale, 
Vntillhe made his wifea brothell Nale, 
Abſurd,the gods ſell all for induſtry? 
When, whar'snot got by hell. bred villany? 

{ varus my well-fac't Ladies taile.bearery 
(«ce that ſome-times play'th Flawiasvſherer ) 
I heard one day complainero Lyncens, 
now vigilant,how right obſequious, 
Modeſt in carriage,how true intruſ?, 
And yet(alas)nere guerdond with acruſt, 
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But nowlſce,he findes by bis accounts, 

T hat ſole Priapus,by plaine dealing, monnts, 

How now?what,droupesthe n2we Pegafian Inne? 
I feare mine hoſt is honeſt, Tut,beginne | 

To ſetyp whorehouſe, Nere toolateto thriue, 

| By any meancs,at Porta Rich arriue; 

Goe vie ſome(ſleight,or live poore /rw life, 
Straight proſtitute thy daughter,or thy wife; 

And ſoone be wealthy:burt be damn'd with it, 
Hath notrich 44lo then deepereaching wit? 


Faire age/ 
Whentis a high,and hard thing rhaue repute 
Of a compleat villaine,perfeRzabſolute, 
Androguing vertue brings arman defame, 
} Apackttaffe Epethitezand ſcornedname, 
Fie:how my wit flagges/how heauily, 
Me thinks, I yent dullſpritelefſe poche! 


Oe road 
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What cold black froſt congeales my nimed brain? 
What envious power tops a Satyres vaine? 
O nowT knowe, the juggling Godof ſleights, 
With Caducewsmmble Hermes bghts, 
And miſts my wit; offended,thiat my rimes 
Diſplay his odious, world-abuting crimes, 

O be propitious,powerfull God of Arts, 
I ſheath my weapons,and doe breake my darts. 
Bethen appeas'd, Ile cffer to thy ſhrine, 
An Hecatgmbe,of many ſpotted Kine. 
Myriades of beaſts ſhall ſatisfie thy rage, 
Which doe prophane thee inthis Apiſh ages, 

InfeRious bloud, yee gouty humors quake, 

Whilſt my ſharpe Razor doth inciſion make, 
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Thou barmie froth! Oftay meyleaft Þ raile 
Beyond Nl virra;toſce thisbutterfly, 
This windy bubble taske my balladry, 
_ Withſen'cleſſe cenſure, (riogknow'it my ſp'rite? 
Yetdeemſt chat in fad leriouſnefle / write 
Such nafty ftuff:,as is Pigmalic? 
Such maggor-tain:ted; lewd corruption? 

Ha,now he glauets with his fawning ſnowt, 
And ſweares,hethought, / meantbutfaintly lowr 
My fine {mug rime.O barbarous drophe noule! 
Think'tt chou,that Gems that attends my ſoule, 

Andguides my fiſtto ſcourge Iagnificoer, 
| Wildaigne my minde be rik't in Paphiar ſhowes? 
f- Thinkſt rhou, that /which was create towhip 
1acarnate fiends, will once vouchiafe to trip 


'$ V:io,know'ſt me?why thou bottle-ale, 
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APannistrauerſe?or will lifpe(ſweete lowe) 
Or pule(e Ae mee Ylome temale ſoule to moue? 
Think'(t rhougthat Lin melting pockec 
Will pamper itching ſenſualitic? 
(That in the bodies ſcumme all fatally 
Intombes the ſoules moſt ſacred faculty,) 
xence thou miſiudging Cenſor:know I wrot 
Thoſe idle rimes,tonote the odious ſport 
And blemiſh,thatdeformes thelineaments 
Of moderne Poechies habiliments, 
Oh thatthe beautics of inuention, 
For want of judgements diſpofition, 
Shovld all be ſpoil'd.O chat fuch rreaſurie, 
Such traines of well-conceited poehie, 
Should moulded be, in ſuch a ſhapeleſle forme, 
That want of Artſhould make ſuch wit a ſcorne. 
xere's one muſt inuocate ſomeloſe-legd Dame, 
Some brothel drab,to belpe him Ranzacs frame, 
| Or 
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Or els(alasJhis wits can haue no vent, 
Tobroch conceitsinduftrious intent, 
Another yet darcstremblingly come outz 
Bur firſt he muſt inyoke good Colin Clout, 
Yon's onehathycan'd afearcfull prodigy, 
| Some monſtrous mis{hapen Balladry, 


His guts arcinhis braines,huge Iobbernoule, 
Right Gurners-head,the reſt without all ſoule. 
Another walkes,is lazie,lics him downe, (crowne 
Thinkes,reades,atlengrh ſorne wonted ſlepe doth 
His new falne lids, dreames, ſtraight,ten pound to 
Our ſteps ſome Fayery: with ary. motion, (one, 
And tels him wondersof ſome flowry vale, 
Awakes,ſtraight rubs his eyes,and prints hisrale. 
Yon's one,whoſe firames haue flowneſo high a 
|. That ſtraight he flags,&rumbles in adiech,(piteb, 
His} prightly hote high-ſoring poecſie, 
Is like that dreamedof Imagery, 
Whoſe 
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Whoſc head was gold, breſt filuer,braſſie thigh, T 
Leadleggs,clayteete; d fairefram'd poeſicy 
Here's one, to get anvndeſerv'd repute C 
Of dcepe dcepelearding,allinfuſtian fute N 
Of ill-paſ'e, tarre-ferch't words, attiereth I 
Hisperiod,thatall ſenſe forſweareth. 0 
Another makesold Homer, Spencer cite | 
Like my Pigmalion,where,withrage delight 
Hecryes,O Onid, This caufd my idle quill, 
The worlds dull cares with ſuch lewd Ruffe to fill, 
And gull with bumbaſt lines,the witlefle ſenſe 
Oftheſc odde nigs; whoſe pates circumference 
Is ld with froth,O theſe ſame buzzing Gnats, 
That ſting my {:eping browes, theſe Nijus Rats, 
Halfe duvg,that haue cheirlife from putridſlime, 
Theſe that doe praiſe my looſe laſciuiousrime; 
Fortheſe ſame ſhades, / ſertouſly proteſt, [ 
1ſlubberd vp that Chaosindigeft, 
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To fiſh for fooles,that ftalke in goodly ſhape; 
What though in veluet cloake? yet [Hill an Ape, | 
Capro reads,fwenes,ſcrubs,and ſweares againe; / 
Nowbym  ſoule an adinirable Fraine, | 
Scrokesyp' his haire'y cries p2ſſing paſſing good, 
Oh,there's a line incends his luſtfull blood. 

Then Mutocomes, with his new olaſſe-ſerface, 
And with his late kit-hanid my booke doth grace, 
Straight reades, then ſmiles,& liſps(14 prerty good) 
And praiſeth chat heneuer ynderftood, 

Bux reome for Flacews,he'le wy Satytes read, 

Oh howl tremibled Graipht with inward dread2/ 
But when Iſawe him read myfuſtian, 

And heard him:\weare / wasa Pythian, 

Yer ſtraight recald, & ſweares 7 didbur quote 
Out.of X:lmum'to that margents note; 
I could ſcarce hold,and keepe my ſelfe conceal d, 
But had well-nigh mylelfe and all reveal'd, 
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Then ſtraight comes Friſcws,that neategentlem3, 
That newe diſcarded Academian, 
Who for he could cry &rgo, inthe ſchoole, 
Straight-way,with his huge judgement dares con- 
Whatſo'erc he viewes; That's prety good; (trole 
That Epithete hath not that iprightly blood 
Which ſhowld enforce it ſpeake:tbat'sPerſius vaine: 
That :luvenals;heere's Horace crabbed firaine; 
Though henere read oneline in Zwveral, 
Or,in hislife,hislazie eye lerfall 
On duskie Perſexs, O indignitic 
To my reſpeRtlefle free-bredpocſie, 
xence ye big-buzzing little-bodied Gnars, 

Yeetattling Ecchoes, huge tongu'd Pigmy brats 2 
I meane to {leepe:wake nor my flumbringbraine, 
With your malignant,weake,detraRing vaine, 

Whar though the ſacredifſue of my ſoule 
I here expoſe to Idiots controule? 
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What though Ibare,tolewd Opiniong 

Lay ope,to vulgar prophanation, 

My very Genius? Yet know, my poeſie 

Doth ſcorne your vemoſ, ranck'ſt indignitie, 
My pate was greatwith child, &heretis cas'd: 
Vexce allthe world,ſo that thy ſelfe be pleal'd, 


— 


SATYRE, Vit, 


A ( nicks Satyree 
Manga manga kingdome for a man. 
Why hownow curnih,mad Athenian? 
Thou Cynickdogyſee'ſtnotthe ftreers doſwarme 
| Wirth troups of menfNo,notfor Cyrces charme 
Hath turn'd them all ro Swine, I never ſhall 
Thinke thoſe ſame Samiar ſawes authenticall: 
But 
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But rather I dare ſweare ,the ſowles of ſwine 
Doelive in men,For that ſame radiantſhine, 
Thar luſtre wherewith natures Nature decked 
Ourintelleuall part, that glofle is ſoyled 

With flayning ſpots of vile impiery, 

And muddy durrt of ſenſualttie, 

Theſe are no men,but Apparrtions, 

Jones fatui, Glowewormes,Fillions, 

Meteors, Ratsof Nulus, Fantaſies, 

Coloſſes, Piflures, Shadet, Keſemblances. 


Ho Linceus! 
Seeſt thou yon gallant in the ſumptuous clothes, 
How briskghow ſpruce, how gorgiouſly he ſhows? 
.Nore hisFrench<herring bonestbut note no mote, 
Valeſſethou py his faice appendant whote, 
That lackies him, Marke nothing but his clothes, 
mis new (tampt cymplement, his Cannon oathes. 


Marke 
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Marke thoſe:fornaught,but ſuch lewd viciouſnes, 
Ere graced him, ſaue Sodome bealtlineſle, 
Is this a Aar?Nay,an incarnate deuill, 
Thar ftruts in vice,and gloricth in euill, 

A man,a man,PeaceCynick,yonis one? 
A complear ſoule of all perfeQion, 
What,mean'ſt thou him that walks al ope breſted? 
Drawn through the care withRibands,plumy cre. 
He that doth ſnort infat»fed luxury, (ltea? 
And gapes for ſome grinding monopoly? 
He that in effeminace invention, 
In beaſtly ſource cfall pollution, 
Inryot,luſt,andfleſhly ſceming (weetneſſe, 
Sleepes ſound ſecure, vaderthe ſhade of greatnes? 
Mean'ſ thou chat ſenſclefſe,ſenfuall Epicure? 
Thatfinke of filth that guzzell moſt impure? 
What he?Li#cexs on my word thus 24 ame, 
He's noughtbut clothes,&lentirg lweec perfume, 
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His verie ſoule, aſſure thee Lincews, 
Isnct fo biggeas isan Aromus: 
Nay, he is ſprightleſſeſenſe or ſoule hath none, 
Siacce lat Acduſaturn'd him to a ſtone, 
A mazu,a man; Loe yondetl eſpic 

The ſhade of Neſtor in ſad grauitie , 
Since 0!d Sylerus brake his Aſſes back, 
He now isforc't his paunch,and gutsto pack 
In a faire Tumbrell, Why,ſower Satyriſt, 
Canſt thou vyaman him?Herel dare infiſt 
And ſoothly ſay,he is a perfeR ſoule, 
EatcsNeQtar,drinks Ambroſia, ſaunce controule, 
 Aninundation of felicitie | 

Fats him with honorgand huge treaſurie. 
Canſt thou not Laxceus caſt thy ſearchingeye, 
And ſpy bis eminent Cataſtrophe? 
He's but a ſpunge,and ſhortly needes muſtleeſe 
His wr6g got inice,when greatnes fiſt ſhal ſqueeſe 
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Hisliquor out, Would not ſome head; 

Thatis with ſceming ſhadowes' only fed, 

Sweare yon ſame Damaske-coat,yon garded man 
Were ſome graueſober CatoPrican? 
Whenlethim bur in iudgements ſight vncaſe, 
He's naught butbudge,old gards, browne foxe.fur 
He hath no ſoulegthe which the Stagerite (face. 
Term'dtationall-for beaſtly appetite, 

Baſe dunghill choughts, and'ſenſuall ation 

Hath inade him looſethat faire creation, 

And now no man,fince Cirees magick charme 
Hath turn'd him to a magg or; that doth ſwarme 
In tainted fleſh:whoſe foule corruption 

Is his faire foode: whoſe generation 

Anothers ruine.O Canauns dread cute 

Toliueiti peoples finnes,Nay far more worſe 

To muckranke hate, But firra, Lincexs, 


| Yeeſt thouthattroope that now affronteth vs? 
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They are naught but Eeles, that neucr willappeare 
Till that cempeſtuous winds or thunder teare 
Their {]imy beds . But prithee Ray a while, 
Looke,yon comes /ohn-a-noke,and /obn-a-ſtile, 
They are nought but ſlowe-pal't, dilatory pieas, 
Demure demurrers,ftilſtriningto appeaſc 
Hote zealous loue, The languagethat they ſpeake, 
Is the pure barbarous blackſauat of the Geare: 
Theironely skill reſts in Collufions, 
Abatements, ſloppels, inhibittons, 
Heauy-paſt Iades, dull pated Iobernoulics, 
Quick in deiayes,checking with vaine cqntroules 
Faire Iuſticecourle, vile neceflarie enils, | 
Smooth ſecming-laints,yet can'd incaryatediuels, 
Fare beitfrom my ſharpe Satyrick Muſe, 

Thoſe grave and reuerend legiſtsto abuſe, 
That aide Aſffrea,that doe further right; 
But theſe Megers's that in flame delpight, 
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 ACymitke Satire, 


That breche deepe rancor,that doe Nludie (il! 
TO ruigdic right,that they their panch may fill 
With [rzs bloud; theſe Furics I doe meane, 
Theſe Hedge-hogs,trat ditturbe 4ſirea: Scean, 

A mnanza man:pcace Cynick,yon's a man, 
Behold yon ſprightly dread MManortian, 
Withhim I ftop thycurriſh barking chops. 
Whar?meanli chuu hjm, that inhiislwapgring flops 
Wallowesvnbraced,all along ihe ſtrecte? 

Hethat ſalutes cach gallant he doth meere, 

With farewell ſpeere coptame inde hart ,aderr, 

He chatlaſt night, tumbling chon Giſt view 
From out thegreat mans head; andethunking ill 
He hadbcene Senzincll of wathke Brill, 

Cryes out Ore vals? zonnds Quefand our doth 
His transformd penyard,to a Syringe firaw,( draw 
And (tabs the drawer, What,that Ryago reore! 
Mean'{t thou that waſted leg,pufte bumbai: boct? 
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A Cynicke Satire, 


What,he that's drawne, andquartered with lace? [Th 
That Wefþbahan gamon Clouve-ſtuck face? Th 
Why,he isnought but huge blaſpheming othes, þil 
Swart ſnour,big looks, misſhapen SwitzersclothePh 
Weake meagerluſt hath now conſumed quire, JA1 
And waſted cleane away his Martiall prightz Jt 
Infeebling ryot,all vices confluence 
Hath earen out that ſacred influence 
Which made him man, 

That divine partis ſoak'raway in finne, Ti 
1: ſenſuallluſt, and midnight bezeling, ©: 
Ranke inundation of luxuriouſneſle R 
Hauetainted bim with ſuch grofle beaſtlineſſe, | ' 
Thatnow the ſcat of that celeſtiall eſſence Is 
Is all pofſeſt with Naples peſlilence, Le 
Fat peace,and diflolute jmpietie PL 
Haue lulledbim in ſuch ſecuritie, F 
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lace? har now,let whirtwinds and confuſion teare 

| he Ceater of our ſtate, lee Giautrs reare 

ches, kiill ypon biil,let welterne Termagant 
clothePhake heauens vault; he with his Occupant, 

te, Freclingd foclole, like deaw-worimsin the morne 
te hat he'le noc ſtir, til! out his gues are torne 

ith eating filth, Twbrio, ſnort on,ſnort on, 

Till thou art wak't with ſad confuſion. 

Now raile no more at my ſharpe Cynick ſound, 
Thou brutiſh world,thatin all yilenefle drown'd 
xaſt loſt thy ſoule:for naught but ſhades I ſee, 
Reſemblances of men inhabite the, 

fſe, | Yon Tiſſue op, yon #oly-croſled pane, 

Is buta water-ſpaniell that will faune, 

And kiſſe the water whil [t it pleaſures him" 

| But being once arrined at the brim, 


| He ſhakes it off, 
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eA( mnicke Satyres 


Yon inthe capring cloake,a Mimick Ape, 
That onely{irives to fecme anothers ſhape, 
Yon'se/£/ops Aﬀe,yon ſad civility 
Is butan Oxe,that with baſe drudgery 
Eares vp the land, whilit ſome gilt Aſſe doth chaw 
The golden wheat; he well apay'd with ſtraw. 
Yon's but a muckhill ouer-ſpred with ſnowe, ' 
Which with chat vaile doth eyen as fairely ſhowe 
Asthe preene meades, whoſe natiue outward faire 
\ Breathes ſweet perfumes into the neighbour ayre, 
) Yoneffeminateſanguine Ganimeae, 
- Js but a Beuer, hunted forthe bed. 
Teace Cynick, ſee what yonder doth approach, 
A cart? atumbrell?zoa badgedcoach, | 
Whst's in't?fome man, Nognor jet woman kinds, 
But aceleſtiall Angell;faire refinde. 
Thediueilasloone, Her imaske ſo hinders me 
I cannot {ee herbeauues deitic- 
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eA ( ynicke Satyre... 


Now thatis oft, (he is fo vizarded, 
Soſteept in Lemonsiuyce,ſoſurphuled 

I cannot ſceher face, Vader one hoode 
Two faces; bur I never vnderſtood 
Orſawe ane face vndertwo hoodstill now, 
T 15the right ſemblance of old [an brow, 

1-r maske,hervizard,herlooſe-hanging gowne 
(For berlooſe lyiagbody )herbright ipagledcrown 
Herlong flit flecucs,Hiffe buske, putfe verdingall 
[s all chac makeshcrthusangelicall, 
alas,her ſoule ſtruts round about her neck, 
xer ſeate of {ſenſe is her xebatoler, 

Her intellectuall is afained nicenefle, 
Nothing bur cloches,& {impring precilenefle. 
Out on theſe puppers,painted Images, 
xaberdaſhers ſhops,torch-light maskenies,(bright 
Perfuming pans,Duch aatients, Glowe-wormes 
That ſoyle our ſoules;and dampe our reaſonslight: 
Awayy 
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eA {nicks Satyree 


Away,away,hence Coach-man, goe inſhrine 
Thy new glas'd puppet inport Eſqueline, 

Bluſh Afartia,feare nor,or looke paleall'sone, 
Ma-rgara keepes thy ſer complexion, 

Sure Inerethinkethoſe axiomsto be trve, 

That ſoules of men,from that great ſoulc enſue, 
And of his eflence doe participare | 
As't were by pipes; when ſodegenerate, 

So aduerſe is our natures motion, 

To his immaculate condition: 

That ſuch foule filth, fromſuch faire puricie, 
Such ſenſuall afts, from ſuch a Deitie, 

Can nereproceed,But ifthat dreame were ſo, 
Then ſure the ſlime,that from our ſoules doflowe, 
maue ſtoptthoſe pipes by whichirt was conuei'd, 
And now no humane creatures; once diſrai'd 
Of that faire iem, 
Beaſts ſenſe,plants grewth,like being as a ſtone, - 
Sut out alas,our Copniſarce is gone, 

Fink libri ſecunds. 
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Proemiiumn inlibrum tertium. 


I ftriue to ſcourge polluting beaſtlineſſe, 
[inuncate no Delian Deitie, 
Nor ſacred of ſpring of Moenoſpne: 
I pray in aid ofno Caſtaliar Mule, 
No Nymph,no temal Angellto infuſe 
A ſprightly wit to raiſe my flagging wings, 
Andteach metune theſe harſh diſcordant ſtrings, 
I craue ns Syrens of our xalcion times, 
To grace the accents of my rough.hew'drimes: 
But grim Reproofe,ſiearne hate of villany, 
Inſpire and guid a Satyres poeſie: 
Faire Dete/tation of foule odious finne, 
Tawhich our{winiſh times lyc wallowing. 


It ſeriousieſt, and iefting ſeriouſneſſe, 
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Proemium inhbrum tertium. 


Be thou my conduct and my Genes, 
My wits inciting fweer breath'd Zephrres, 
O that a Satyres band had forceto pluck . 
Some flugate vpyto purge the world from mnck; 
Would Gedl could turne Alpbeworiuer in, 
Topurge this Awgea» Oxltall from foule fone. 
Well, willtry:awake impuritie, 
And view the yaile drawnefrom thy villany, 
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Iamorato Curio, 


"N Vris,aye me!iny miſtres Monkey's dead, 
( Alas,alas,her pleaſures buried, 
Goe womans flauc,performe his exequies, 
Condole his deathin mourntull Elegies. 
Tur,rather Peans fing Hermaphrodite: 
For that ſad death giues life to thy delight, 
Sweete fac't Corinna,daine the riband tic 
Ofthy Cork-ſhooe, or els chy ſlaue will diet 
Some puling Sonnet toles his paſſing bell, 
Some ſighing Elegie muſt ring his knell, 
Vnleſſe bright ſunſhine of thy grace reuiue 
His wambling ſtomack,certes he will diue 
Into the whitle. poole of deuouring death, 
Andto ſome Mermaid ſacrifice his breath, 
Thenoh,oh then,tothy cternall ſhame, 
And to the honour of lweert Curiosname, 
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Inamorato {1 urio. 


This Ea opa,yecn che Marble tone, 
Mult faire be grau'd of that true louing one; 
Heere lyeth hehe lyeth here, 
T hat bounc't and pittie cryed;. 
The doore nit op't, fell fcke alas, 
| Alas fellſickg and dyed, 
What Mirmidon,or hard Dolopian, 
Whart ſauage minded rude Cyclopian, 
But ſuch aſweete pathetique Paphian 
Wouldforce tolaughter?Ho Amipbitrien, 
Thouart no Cuckold, What though oye dallied, 
During thy warresin faire eAlewena bed, 
Yet Hercules true borne, thatimbecillitic 
Ofcorrupt nature all apparantly 
Appeares in him,O foule indignitie; 
lheard himyowhimſelte a fſlauero Omphale, 
Puling(aze me) O valoursobloquie! ::/ 
He that theinmoltnookesof hell did know; 
Whoſe nere craz'd proweſle all did ouer-throw, 
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Iamorato Curio, 


Vris,aye me!iiy miſtres Monkey's dead, 
( Alas,alas,her pleaſures buried, 
Goe womansflauc,performe his exequies, 
Condole his deathin mourntull Elegies. 
Tur,rather Peans fing Hermaphrodtte: 
For that ſad death giues life to thy delight, 
Sweete fac't Corinnagdaine the riband tic 
Ofthy Cork-ſhooe, or els chy ſlaue will diet 
Some puling Sonnet toles his paſſing bell, 
Some ſighing Elegie muſt ring his knell, 
Vnleſſe bright ſunſhine of thy grace reuiue 
His wambling ſtomack,certes he will diue 
Into the whitle. poole of deuouring death, 
Andto ſome Mermaid ſacrifice his breath, 
Thenoh,oh then,tothy cternall ſhame, 
And to the honour of lweet Czriosname, 
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Inamorato {urio. 


This Egitaph,vponthe Marble fone, 
Muſt faire be grau'd of that true louing one; 
Heere ly«th hehe lyeth here, 
T hat bounc't and pittie cryed;. 
The doore nit op't, fell ficke alas, 
Alas fell ſickg and dyed, 
What Mirmidon,or hard Dolopian, 
Whar ſauage minded rude Cyclopian, 
But ſuch aſweete pathetique Paphian 
Wouldforce tolaughter?Ho Aniphitrisn, 
Thouart no Cuckold, What though Joxe dallied, 
During thy warresin faire eAlewene bed, | 
Yet Hercules true borne, thatimbecitlitic 
Ofcorrupt nature all apparantly 
Appeares in him.O fouleindignitie; 
lheard himyowhimſeltea ſlauero Omphale, 
Puling(aze me) O valoursobloquie! :!/ 
Hethat theinmoltngokesof hell did know; 
Whoſe nere craz'd prowele all did ouer-throw, 


Inamorato {{ario, | 


Lyes ſtreaking brawny limines in weaktho bed, 
Perfum'd,ſmoethkemb'd, ew glaz'd,fair! urphyys 
Ochat the boundlefſe powet of theſoule” » (led: 
Should be ſubreRedto ſuch baſe controule / 

Big limm'd:Alcides,dotterhyhonourstrowne, 
Goe ſpin,hugeſlaue,lcattOmp-ale ſhoutd frowne, 
By my beſt hopes, 1 bluſh with griefeand ſhame 
To broach thepeaſant baſcriefſe of ourname, 

O now my ruder hand begins to quake; 
Tothinke whatloftie Cedars I muſt ſhakez 
But if che canker fretthe barkes of Oakes, 

Like humblerſhrubs ſhal equall beare the ſtroaks 
Of my reſpeMeſle rude Satyrick hand - 

Vnleſfſe the Deſtin's adamantine band 
Should tye myrecth, I cafinorchuſe bur bite, 

To view Manotiue metamorphoz'd quite 
Topuling fighes,& into («ye wee's)ſtate, 
With voice difinR, ali fine articulate, - 
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InamoratoCurio, 


ad Liſping,Faire ſaint, my woe compa(ſionate; 


Fa By heanen,thine eye ts my ſeule -uiding fate, 
ds The God of wounds had-wout on Cyprian couch 
* | To ftreakehimſelfe,and withinceofing teuch 
To faint his force,onely when wrath had end: 
| e. But now,'mong furious garboileshe.doth ſpend. 


His feebled valour,in cilt and turneying, 
With wetturn'd kiſſes, melting dallying, | 
A poxe ypon't, that Bacchs name hould he -.;-1 
The watch-word £iuento the ſouldierie, 
Goe tvupe ro held,mountthy obſcured fame, _, 
ke | Cry outs: Gcw Fe, ooketh y miſiteſſe names. = 
Toy Miſtreſle ; DOrge, alarym cry, TI 
Tye ake farceyw' _ axe that { Aprovty from lyxwry,, 
Thoutedious workivanſiip of! [ult-ſtong loxe, 
Downs from thy sky cs,caioy ow 1-010 leslourhs 
Some fiftie more Beprjan gires willſue od 


To hauc thy loue,ſo that thy back, be true, 7 
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Inamorato Curt, 


O now methinks Theare fwart Martine cry; 

Souping along in warres faind maskerie, - 

By Le (tarricfronthe'le forth-with die 

1n cluttred bloud; his Miſtreslivories 

Her fanciescolours waues vpon his head, 

O well fenc't Albion,maiuly man!y ſped, 
Whea thoſe,thar are Soldadoes in thy tate, 
Doe beare the badge of baſe,effeminare, 
Euen ontheir plumie creſts:brutes ſenſuall, 
Hauing noſparke of incelleQuall. 

alack, what hope? when fame rank naſty wench 
Is ſubieR of their vowes and confidence? 
. Pmbliashates yainely to idolatries, 
andlaughes that papifts honour Images? 

and yet(O madneſfle )theſe mine eyes didſee 
Him melt in mouneg plants,obſequiouſly 
Imploring fauog,twining hiskince armes, 

_ Vling inchauntmenes,exorciſmes,charmes, 
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yz | The oyle of Sonnets, wanton blandiſhment, 
The force of teares,& ſeeming languiſhment, 
Vato the picture of a painted lafle: 
1 aw him court his Miſtrefle looking-glafle, 
Worſhip a busk-point,whichinſectecie 
I feare was conſcious of ſtrange villany, 
1\aw him cronuch,deuote his liuclihood, 
Sweare,proteſt,yow peſant ſeruitude 
Vntoa painted puppet, to her eyes 
I heard himfwearec his fighes roſacrifice, 

c>@ | Butifhe getherirch-alaying pinne; 

| Ofacredrelique,ftrajphrhe muſt beginne 

To raue out-right:then thus; Celeffrall Eliſe, 

(an brauen grant ſorich agrace asthu? 

T oncb it not(by the LordSir )tis dinine, 

It once beheld berradiant eyes bright ſhine; 

Her haire imbrac't it,0 thrice happy prick. 

That there was thran'd, and in her aaire didſf} or” 4 
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InamoratoCurio, 


Kiſſe,bleſſczadoreir Publiusyneuerlinne, 
Some facredvertuelurkethin the pinne, 
O frantick fond patherique paſſion 
IR poſſible ſuch ſenſuall ation 
Should clipthe wings of contemplation? 
Ocanitbe the ſpiritsfunRion, 
The ſoule,not ſubie&tro dimenfion, 
Should be made flaue toreprchenfion 
Ofcraftic natures paint?Fie,can our ſoule 
Be vndzrling to ſuch a vile controule? 
Saturio wilh't himſelfe his Miſtreſſe buske, 
That he might ſweetly lie, and ſoftly Iuske 
Betweene her papsgthen muſt hehaue aneye 
At eyther end,that freely might diſcry 
Both hils and dales,But out on Phrigio, 
That wiſh't he were his Miſtreſſe dogto goe 
Andlick her milke-white fiſt.O pretty grace, 
That pretty Phrigio begs but Pretties place, 
Pay- 
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TInamoratoCurio. 


Parthenopkell, thy wiſh I will omir, 
$o bealtly tis[ may not ycterir; 
But Panic ,of all vle beare with thee, | 
That faine would'(t be thy miftreſſe ſmug munkey: 
Here's one would be a flea,(ieſt comical] ) 
Anotherhis ſweet Ladies verdingall, 
| Toclip her tender breech: Anotherhe - 
Her Gluer. handled fan would gladly be: 
Here's one would be his Miſtrefle neck lace faine, 
Toclip herfaire,and kifſe her azure vaine. 
Fond fooles, well wiſht,and pitty but ſhould be: 
Por beaſily ſhape to brutiſh ſoles agree. 

If La#ras painted lip doe daine a kifle 
To her enamour'd {laue,O heawens bliſſe! 
(Straight he exclames) not to be march with the! 
Blaſpheming dolt,goe three-ſcore ſonnets write 
| Vpon a piRures kiſle,O raving ſpright! | 
G2 
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Inamorato Curwm. 


I am notſapleſſe,old,orrheumatick, 

No Heypmax mis{hapen ligmatick, 
Thar] thould thus inueigh*gainlt amorousfpright 
Of him whoſe ſoule doth turne H brodites 
But [dos fadly grieve. andinly vexe, 
To viewe 1c bate diſhonours of our ſexe, [rapes 

Tuth, guilclefle Doues, when Godsto force foule 
Will curnethemſe/ucsroany brutiſh ſhapes, 
Baſc baſtard powers, whomrthe world doth ſee 
Transforni'4 toſwine for ſenſualljuxurie. 
The fonne of Satzrze is become a Bull, 
To crop the beauties of ſome femaletrull. 
Now, when hehath his firſt wife Actin ſped, 
Andfairely chok't,leaf! foole godsſhould be bred 
Of that fond Mule:;Them his ſecond wife 
math curn'd away,that his vnbrideledlife 
Might haue more ſcope, Yetlalt his ſiſters loue 
Muſt fatiace the luſifull choughts of /owee Re 
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Inamorato {urid. 


Now doth the lecherin a Cuckowes ſhape 


Commit a monſtrous andinceſtuous rape, 


je Thrice ſacred gods,and 6thrice blefled skies, 


Whoſeorbes includes ſuch ycrtuous deities! 

What ſhouldI ſay? Luſt hath confounded all, 
The bright ploſſe of our intellectual 
Is fouly ſoyl'd, The wanton wallowing 
la fond delights, and amorousdallyin 
Hath dusk'tthe taircſt ſplendourof our ſoule? 
Nothing now left, but carkas, lothſome,foule. 
For ſurc,ifchat ſome ſpright remained (till, 
Cou!ldit be ſubie& to lewd Las will? 

Keaſon by prudence #1 her frenitron 

Had wont ts tutor all our attion, 
Apding with precepts of phuloſophie 
| Our feebled natures imbecilitie; 
But now affeion will,c oncupiſcence 
Hae fot o're Reaſon chiefe prehemmente. 
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Inamorato (uri. 


Tis fo:els how ſhould fuchvile baſenefle taint ' 
As force it be made flaue co natures paint? 
Me thinks the ſpirits Pegaſe Fantaſfpe 
Should hoyſec the foule from ſuch baſe ſlaurry: 
But now I ſcc,and canright plainly ſhowe 
Fro whenceſuch abieR thoughts & aQtions grow, 
Our aduerle bodie,being earthly,cold, 
Heauie, dull, mortall, would not long infold 
A ttranger inmate,that was backward (Gill 
To all his dunguybi utiſh, ſenſuall will: 
Now here-vpongour ſntclleQuall, 
Compad offireall cclefiiall, 
Invifible,immortall,and divine, 
Grew fcaight to ſcom his land-lords muddy ſlime: 
And theretore now is cloſcly flunke away 
(Leauing his ſmoaky houſe of mortall clay) 
Adorn'd with all his beauties lincaments 
And brighteſt iems of ſhining ornaments, 
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Inamorato Curt, 


His parts diuine, facred,ſpirituall, 

Attending on him;leauing the ſenſuall 

Bale hangers on,lusking at home in ſlime, 

Such as wont to ſtop port Eſqueline, 

Now doth the bodie, led with ſenſeleſſe will, 

OW] (The whichinreafonsabſenceruleth ill) 
Raue,tajke idely,as 't were ſome deitie 

Adorning female painted puppetry, 

Playing atpur-pin,doting on ſome glaſſe 

(which breath*d but on,hisfalſed gloſſedoth paſſe) 
Toying with babies and with fond paſtime, 

Some childrens ſporte,deflowring of chaſterime, 
Imploying all his wits in vaine expenſe, 

me:} Abuſing all his organons of fenſe, 
Returne,returne,ſacred Syrdereſss, 

| Inſpire ourtrunks:let not ſuch mud as this 
Pollutevs till: Awake ourlethargy, 

Raiſe ys from out our brath.ficke foolery, 
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SATYRE, IX. 


ia Here's a toy to mocke an 


Ape inateat. 
(GRim-fact Reproof, ſparkle with threatning eyey 
Bendthby ſower browes in my tart pockie, 
Auaunt yee curres,houle in ſome cloudy miſt, 
Quake to vehold a ſharp-fangd Satyriſt, 
O how on tptoes proudly mounts my Muſe! 
Stalking a lofcier gate then Satyres vſe, 
Me thinks ſome ſacred rage warmes all my vaines, 
Making my ſpright mount yp co higher liraines 
Then well beſeemes arough-tongu'd Satyrespart: 
But Art curbs Nature, Nature guidetb eArt, 
Come downeyec Apes,or / will (trip you quite, 
Baring your bald tayles tothe peopl:s fight, 
Yee Mimick (aues, what are you perchr (o hie? 
Downelackan Apesfrom thy fain'd royalty, 
Whar furr'd with beard,cas't in a Satin ſute, 
ludiciall Iack*how haſt thou gor repute 
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A toy to mock an Ape. 


Ofa ſound cenſure?O idiottimes, 

When gaudy Monkeys mowe ore ſprightlyrimes! 
O worldof fooles,whenall mens iudgement's ſer, 
Andreſtypon ſome mumping Marmoſer! 

Yon athens Ape(thar can bur fimpringly 

Yaule Avditorer humasiſimi, 

Bound to ſome ſeruile imitation, 

Can with much ſweat patch an oration) 

Now vp he comes, and with hiscrooked eye 
Preſumesto ſquint on ſome faire Poeſie; 

And all as thanklefle as yngratefull Thames 

He links away,leauing butrecking Rteames 
Ofdunguy {L,me behinde, Allasingrate 

He vſeth ir,as when I fatiate (roome, 
My ſpanielles paunch, who ſtraight perfumes the 
With his tailes filth:ſo this vnciwll groome, 
Il|-rutor'd pedant, forrim:rs numbers 

With muck-pit Eſculine filth beſcumbers; 


Now 


Og 


A toyto mock an eApe. 


Now th' Ape chatters,and 1s as malecontent 

As a bill-patch't doore, whofe entrailes out haue 

And ſpewdtheirtenant. (ſent 
My ſoule adores iudiciall fcholferfhipy 

Bur whentoſeruile imitatorfhip 

Some ſpruce athenian penisprentized, 

Tis worſe then Apiſh, Fie,be not flatrered 

Wirth ſeeming worth, Fond affeRation * Non Ledere, 


Befits an Ape,and mumping Babilon- _ _ 4 


dlimea: 
O whatatrickſie lerned nicking ſtrain = one 


Is this applauced,fenſclefſe,nodern*yain: ſed nidtus 
When late T heard it from ſage Hutine lips P91 
How ill methought fuch wanton Iigging skips 
Befeem'd his grauer ſpeech, Farre fly thy fame 
Moſt moſt,of me beloued whoſe ſilent name 
Oneletter bounds, T hy true indiciallftile 

1 ener honourgand if my lone begwile 


Mo ora a 


Fs 


A toy to mockan Ape, 


Not much my hopes,then thy mnualued worth 

Shall mount faireplaceywhen Apes are turned forth, | 
I amtoo milde:reach me my ſcourge againe. if 

O yon'sa pen ſpeakes in alearned yaine, | 

Deweold allienſe, Lanchorne & candlelight, 

Here's all inviſible, al mentall right, 

What hotchpotch,giberidge doth the Poet bring? | 

How ſtrangely ſpeakes?yer ſweetly doth he ſing. 

] once did knowa tinkling Pewterer, 

That was the vileſt ſtumbling Rutterer 

Thar cuer hack't andhew'd qur natiue tongue; 

Yettothe Lute if you had heard him ſung, 

Teſu how ſweethe breath'd/You can apply, 

O ſenſeleſſe profe,iudiciall pachie, 

Howill you 'rlink't, This affeRation, 

Toſpeake beyond mens apprehenfion, 

How Apiſhtis! Whenall in fuſtiap ſute 

Is cloth'd a buge»otheng,all forrepute 


CAR AAAR 
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| Abd Ado ARSE! 
EO NATEATY: 
A toy to wocke an eApe, 


Ofprefound krowledge,when profoiidnes knowes. 

There's naught cotaind, but onely ſeeming ſhows, 
Old lacke of Parris-gardengcanſt thou ger 

A fairerich ſure,though fouly run in debt? 

Lookeſmug,ſmell{weetegtake vp commodiries, 

Keepe whores, tce bauds,belch impious blaſphe- 

Wallow along in ſwaggering diſguiſe, (mics, 


Snuffe yp ſmoakwhiffs,& each morne'fore ſhe riſe, 


Vike thy drab?Canſt vſcafalſe cur die 
Wh a cleane grace,and glibfacilitic? 
Canſtchundercannon oathes,like th'rattling 
Ofa buge,double,ful-charg'd; culuering? 
Then lack troupe 'mong our gallants,kifſe thy fift, 
And call them brothers:Say a Satyriſt 
Sweares they are thine in necre afhnitie, 
All coofin germanes,ſauc in villany, 
For (ſadly truth to ſay) whatare they elſe 
But imicators of lewd beaſtlyneſſe? 
Farre 


Te 
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eA toy to mocke an Ape. 
$. Farre worſe than Apes;formowe,or ſcratch your | | 
. It may beſome odde Ape will imitate: (pate, 


Bur let a youth tha hath abuſ'dhis time, | 
In wronged trauaile,in that hoter clime, 
Swoope by olde /ack,in clothes Italionate: 
b Andilebe hangd if he will imitate L 
> Hyss range fantaſtique ſure ſhapes < ==. | 
d Oclet him bring ore beaftly luxuries, 
Some hell-deuiſed luſtfull yillanies, it 
Eue Apes & beaſts wold bluſh withnatiue ſhame, ul. 
Andchinke i foule diſhonourto their name, | 
Their beaſtly name,to imitate ſuch finne Wl! 
| As our lewd youths doe boaſt and glory in, | 


Fie,whether doe theſe Monkeys carry mce? 

Theiryery names doe ſoyle my poeſie, 

Thou world of Marmoſetrs and mumping apes, 

Vamaske, put of thy fained borrowed ſhapes. 
Why 
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ITT 
eA toy to mocke an Ape. 


Why lookes neat Cera all ſo fimpringly? 

Why babbleſt rhou of deepe Diuinitie? 
Andofthat ſacred teſtimonial]? 

Liuing voluptuous like a Bacchanall? 

Good hath thy conguezbur thou rankPuritanz 
Tle make an Ape as good a Chriſtian. 

I le force hjm charterzturning vp his eye, 
Looke{ad,goe graue- Demure ciuilitie 

Shall ſcemeto ſay, Good brother, ſiſter deere. 
Asforrhe reſt,coſnortin belly checre, 

To bite, to gnaw,and boldly intermell 

With ſacredthings,in which thou doſt excell, 
Vnforc't he'le doe, O take compaſſion 

Euen on yourſoules:make notreligion 

A bawdetolewdenefſe.Ciuill Socrates 

Clyp not the youth of Alc:biades 

With vachaſt armes, Diſguiſed Meſalwme 

Tle teare thy maskegand bare thee rothe eyne | 


AWADOOYQMO 


A toy to mocke an eApe, 


Of hiſſing boyes,ifto the Theaters 

1 findethee once more come forlecherers, 

To ſatiare(naygto tyer)thee with the vſe 
Ofweakning luſt, Yee fainers,leaue abuſe 
Our better thoughts with yourbypocrifie2 

Or, by the cuer-l1uing veritic, 

Tle (trip you nak't,and whip you with my rimes, 
Cauſing your ſhame toliue to after. times, 


SATYTR, A NOV A. 
Stultorum plena ſunt omnia, 
To bis very friend, Maſter E, G, 
Rom out the ſadneſſe of my diſcontent, 
Hating my wontediocund merrimentr, 


(Only to giue dull time a ſwifter wing) 
Thus ſcorning ſcome,of1dior focles I fing, 
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We ee re ae, 


ES SLRS 


Stultorun plena ſunt omnia. 


] dreadno bending of an angry brow, 

Or rage of foolesthat /ſhall purchaſe now, 
Who'le ſcorneto fitin ranke of toolery, 

When I'le be maſter of che company? 

For pre=thee Ned, I pre.thee gentlelad, 

Isnothe frantique, fooliſh, bedlam mad, 

That waſtes his jpright,thar melts his yery braine 
In deeve defignes,in wits darke gloomy ftraine? 
Thatſcourgeth great ſlaucs with a dreadleſle fiſts 
Playingthe rough part of aSatyriſft, 

Tobe peruſ'd by all the dung-ſcum rable 

Of chin. braind Idiots, dull, yncapable? 

For mimicke apiſh ſchollers,pedants,guls, 
Pertum'd inamorartoes, brothell eruls? 

Whilf Ipoore ſoule)abuſe cha(t virgincime, 
Deflowring her with vnconceiued cime, 

Twt f kt ,4 toy of an idle empty braine, 

Some ſcurrillieſts,light gew» gawes,fruitleſſe, vaine. 


Cries 
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es 


TN NSN ors 
Stuctorum plena ſunt omnia. 


Cryes beard=graue Dromw, whe alas, god knows 
His toothles gumsnere chaw bur outward ſhows, 
Poore budgetace,bowcaſe fleeuegbutlet himpaſle 
Once furre and beard ſpall priniledge an Aſſe, 
Andtell me Ned, what might that gallantbe, 
Who to obtaine intemperate lnxury, 
Cuckoldshiselder brother, gets an heire, 
By which his hope is turned to deſpaire? 
In faith(good Ned)he damn'd himſelfe with coft: 
For well thou know ſt full goodly land was loſt, 
I am tos priuate.7et me thinkes an Aſſe 
Rimes well wthV1DEKIT VTILIT AS: 
Euen full as well, I boldly dare auerre 
As any of that ſtinking Scauenger 
Which from his dunghill he bedaubed on 
The latter page of old 'Pigma/ror., 
O that this brother of hypocrihe 
(applauded by his pure fraternitie) | 
X Should 
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TT 


Stultorum plena ſunt omnia, 


Should thus be pufted, and fo proude inſiſt, 
As play on methe Epigrammariſt, 

Opinion mounts thu frath unto the chies, 
Whom madgements reaſon inſtly wile fies, 

For (ſhameto the Poet) reade Ned,behold 
How wittily a Maiſters-hoode canſcoid, 


An Epigram which the Author Vergidemiarum, 
cauſed to be paltedto the latter page ofeuery Pig- 
walion,that came to the Stationersof Cambridge « 


Ark't Phiſitions what their counſellnas 

For a mad dogge or for a mankind Aſs? 
They told me though there wereconf«ttions ſtore 
Of Peppie-ſeede,andſoneraigne Hellebore, 

The dog was beſt curedby cutting 65” kinfing,” Markthe 
The Aſſe muſt be kindly whipped for winſing.,.. ally. 
" Nowthens, K.l1linlepaſſe yes 

* Whether thoube amad dog,or a makind Aſſe, Z 
| . | mare 


TOE LALLY, 
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Stultorum plena ſunt omnid. 


Medics cura teipſuns. 


Smart ierke of wit! Dideuer ſuch a ſtraine 
Riſefrom an Apiſh ſchoole-boyes childiſh braine? 
Doſtthounotbluſh good Ned,that ſuch a ſenc 
Sholdriſe from thence where thouhadſt nurrimer? 
Shame 10 Opinion,that perfumes his dung, 

And ſireweth flowers rotten bones among 

Tugilimg Opinion thow mebauntmg witch, 

Paint xct aratten poſt with colours rich. 

Bur now this iuggler with the worlds conſent 
Hath halfe his loule;the other, Com plement, 
Mad world the whiit, Bur 1 forget mee,l, 

I am ſeduced with this pocſie: 

And madderthen a Bedlam ſpend iweer time 

In bitter numbers, in this idle rime, 

Outonthis humour, From a ſickly bed, 


And trom a moodic minde dittempered, 
- 1 
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Stultorum plena ſunt oma. 


I yomit forth my loue,now turn'dto bate, 
Scorning the honour of a Poers tate, 

Nor ſhallthe kennellrour of muddy braines 
Rauiſh my Muſes heyre,or heare my ſtraines, 
Once more, No nittie pedant ſhall corre 
AEnigmaesto his ſhallow intellect 
Inchaunement, Ned hath rauiſhed my ſenſe 
In aPoetick vaine circumference. 

Yetthus /hope(God ſhield I now ſhould lie) 
Hany more fooles,andmoſt more wiſe then [, 


V ALE. 


IN 


SATYRE, X. 


Humonrs, 


QT grim Reproofe:my iocund Muſe doth fing 
In other keyes,tonimbler fingering, 

Dull ſprighted' Melarcholy,leaue my braine 

To hell C:merian night in Jively vaine 

Iftrive topaint,then hence all darke intent 

And ſullenfrownes:come ſporting incrriment, 
Checke dimpling laughter, crowne my very ſoule 
With jouiſanceg, whilſt mirthfull ieſts controule 
The gouty humours of theſe pride-{wolne daies, 
Which 7 doe long vntill my pen diſplaies, 

Ol am great with mirth-ſome midwifricy 

Or ſhall breake my ſides at yanitie. 

Roome for a capering mouth,whole lipsnere ſtur, 
Burt indiſcourfing of the gracefull lur. [ 
Who euer heard ſpruce skipping Curio 1 
Ere prate of ought , but of the whitle on toe, | 
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Humonrs, 


The turne aboue ground, Rebrws ſprauling kicks, Yes 


Fabmns caper, Harries tolling tricks? All 
Did euer any eare ere heare him ſpeake ] 
Vnleſle his tongue of croſſe.points did intreat? Iſe 
His teeth doe caper whilſt he eates his meate, Na 
His heelcs doe caper, whilſt he takes his ſeate, Say 
His very ſoule,his intelleuall No 
1s nothing buca mincing capreall, (mecte | Bu 
He dreames of toe-turnes : each gallant hee doth H'a 
He fronts him with a trauerſc inthe [treete, An 
Praiſe but Orchefra,and theskipping Arr, 1s \ 
You ſhall commaundhimyfaith you haue his hart If c 
Euen capring inyour fiſt, Aha!), a hall, Sa) 
Roome tor the Spheres,the Or bes celeftiall Fr 
Will daunce Kemps Tigge. They le reuel with neate He 
A worthy Poet hath pur ontheir Pumps, (jumps, * | At 
O wirs quick traverſe, but ſance ceo'sſlowey O! 


Good faith tis hardfor nimble Cxrio, 


OC” Us yea 


EO ES HU EDS URS 


Yegrations Orberherpe theold meaſuring, 
All's fpoilde if once yee fall tocapering« 
Luſcus what's piaid to day? faith now I know 

I ſet thy lips abroach,from whence doth flowe 

Naught but pure /»liet and Ror2e0. 

Say, who aCts beſt? Druſus,or Roſcio? 

Now [hauc him,that nere of ought did ſpeake 

Bur when of playes orPlayers he did create, 

math made a common-place booke out of playesy 

And ſpeakesin priartzat leaft what ere he ſaics 

Is warranted by Curtaine plaxdrties, 

If ereyou heard him courting Leſb:as eyes; 

Say(Curteous Sir )ſpeakes he not mouingly, 

From out ſome new pathertique Tragedy? 

He writes;he railes,he iefts, he courrs(whatnot?) 

And alifrom our his huge long ſcraped ſtock 

Of well penn'dplayes, - A 
n 
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Humoatrs. 


Oh come not withindiſtance; Afartivs ſpeakes,: 
Who nere diſcourſeth but of fencing feates, 
Of counter times, finttures,lly paſſataes, / 
Stramazones, relolute Stoccataes, | 
Otrhe quick change with wiping manaritta, 
The carricado, with th'enbrocata, 
Ohyby leſw ſir (me thinks I heare him cry ) 
The honourable fencing miſtery 
Who doth not honour: Then fals he in againe, 
Jading oureares,and ſomewhat muſt be ſaine 
Of blades,and Rapier-hils, ofſureſt garde, 
Of YVincentio,and the Burgonians ward, 
This bumbaſt foile-button ] once didſce 
By chanceyin Linras modeſt company, 
When after the God-ſauing ceremony, 
For want of talke.(tufte,fals to foinery, 
Qut goes his Rapier,and to Lixia 


He ſhewesthe ward by punttarencrſa, 


The 
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Eran 


Humonrs. 


»: | - Theimncarnata, Nay,by the bleſſed light, 
Before he goes,he'le teach her how to fight 
- | Andholdherweapon,Oh laugh amaine, 
| To ſee the madnes of this ſartius vaine. 
Butroome for T#ſexa, thatieſt-mounging youth 
Wo neredidope his Apiſh germing mouth 
|  Butto retaile and broke anothers wit, 
Diſcourſe of what you will, he ſtraight can fit 
Your preſent talke,with,Sir, le tel a ieff 
(Of ſome {weere Ladie,or graund Lord at leaſt ) | 
Then on he goes,andnere his tongue ſhall lie i 
Till his ingrofled ieftsare all drawne dry: 
But then as dumbe as Mavres,when atplay 
H ath lolt his crownes, & paun'd his trim array, 
He doth naught but retaile jeſts:breake but one, 
Our flies his table-bookeylet him alone, 
He'le haue't i-faith; Lad haſt an Epigram, 
Wilt haue ir putinto the chaps ot Fame? 
e Give / 


ELLE ESEISERY | | 
q { 
Humonrs, 
Giue T#ſc#scopies;ſooth,as his owne wit No 
(His proper ifluc)he will father it. He 
O thatthis Eccho,that doth ſeake,ſpet, write ©" 
Naught but the excrements of others ſpright, Wh 
This ii. ſtufttrunke of ieſts(whole very ſoule | He" 
Is but a heape of Iibes ){hould once inroule ' | Het 
His name 'mong creatures termedrationall! Buc 
Whoſe chicfe repuce, whoſe ſeſe,whoſeſoule &all | p: 
Are fed with offall ſcraps,rhat ſomecimes fall I'Wh 
From liberall wits,intheir large feſtiuall. Asc 
Come aloft [ack,roome for a vaulting skip. We 
Roome tor Torquatss,that nere op't his lip Tha 
Bvt in prate of purmmaas reuer(a, Tis 
Ofthe nimbling tumbling Angelice, Stro 
Now on my ſoule,hisveryintelle&t Belt 
Is naught bu a curuetting Sommer ſet, Tha 
Huſh,huſh(cries honeſt Phylo)peace, deliſt, 
Doft thas rot tremble ſowerSatyriſt, Yer 
Naw 
CO 
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Humonrs. 


Now that indiciall Muſus readeth thee? 
He'le whip each line, he'le ſcourge thy balladry, ſ 
Good faith be will» Philo I pre thee Gay j 
Whilſt I the humour of this dogge diſplay: 
He's naught but cenſure, wiltthou credit me, 
Heneuecr writ one line in poeſie, | 
Butonce at Athens in a theame didframe | 
A paradox in praiſe of vertues name: 
Which Qillhe hugs,audluls as tenderly 
As cuckold Tifes bis wifes baſtardie. 
Wel,here's a challenge,I flatly ſay helves | 
That beard him ovght bur cenſure pocſies. | 
Tis his diſcourſe,firfi having knit the brow, 
Stroke vp his fore-top,champed euery row, - 
Belcheth his {lauering cenſure on each booke 
That dare preſume euen on Hedaſalooke, | 
Ihau-no Artiſts skill in ſymphonies, 
Yer when fome pleaſing Diapaſon flies 


From 
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Humonrs, 


From out the belly of aſweetetouch't Late, 
My cares dare ſay tis good:or when they ſute 
Some harſher ſeauens for varietie, 

My natiueskill diſcernes it preſently, 

What then? will any ſottiſh dolt repute, 
Oreuerthinke me Orphers abſolute? 

Shall allche world of Fidlers follow mee, 
Relying on my voice in muſickrie? 

Muſns heere's Rhodeslets ſee thy boaſtedleape, 
Orels avauntlewd curre,preſumenot ſpeake, 
Orwith thy venome-ſputtering chapsto barke 
Gainſt well-pend Poems,in the rongue.tied dark, 

O for a humour,looke who yon doth goe, 

The meagerlecher, lewd Laxxrio; 

Tis he that hath the ſole monopoly 

By patentzofthe Suburbe lechery, 
Nonew edition of drabbes comes out, 
But ſcene andallow'd by Lyxaries ſnout, 


COR RTARTRTIATE 


That ſtinks like Ajax froth, or muck+pit ſlime? 


Our on this ſalc humour,letchers dropfie, 


ELLIS ENS ENS 


Dideuerany man ere heare him talke | 
But of Pick-harchyor of ſome Shorditch baulke, | 
Aretines filth,or of bis wandring whore, | 
Ofſome Cynedian,or of Tacedore, 

Of Ryſeunaſty lothſome brothellrime, 


© EEE 


The newes he tels youzis of fome newe fleſh, 
Lately brooke be new,hote piping freſh, 
The curtefie he ſhewesyou,is ſome morne 
Togiue you Ven fore hisſmock be on. 
Hiseyes, his tongue,his ſouleghisall is luſt, 
Which vengeance and confuſion follow muſt, 


Fie,it doth ſoyle my chaſter poeſie, 
O ſpruce! How now Piſo, Awrelins Ape, 
What ſtrange diſguiſe, what new deformed ſhape 
Doth hold thy thoughts in contemplation? 
Faich ſay,what faſhion artchouthinking on? 
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Humonrs, 


A itirch't Taffata cloakey a paire of {lops 

Of Spaniſh leather?0 who heard his chops 

Ere chew of ought,but of ſome (trange diſguiſe? 
This fzihion-wounger,cach morne fore he riſe 
Contemplaresſute ſhapes, 8& once fr6 out his bed, 
He hath them ltraighttullliuely portrayed- 
Andthenhe chukes, and is asproude of this 

As Taphus when hegot his neighhours blife., 

All faſhions ſince the firſt yeare of this Queene 
May in his ſtudy fairely drawne beſeene, 

And all that ſhall be to his day of doome, 

You may perule within thatlirttle rome, 

For not ataſhion once dare ſhow his face, 

Bur from neate Pyſo firſt muſt rake his grace, 

The long fooles coat, thehuge ſlop,the lugd boot 
From mimick Pyſ5,all doe clame their roote, 

O that che boundlefle power of the foule 

Should be coop't yp in faſhioning ſome roule! 


But 
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Humonurs, 


But O,Swuffenmy (that doth hugge,imbrace 
His proper lelfe , admires his owne ſweete face, 
Prayſeth his owne faire limmes proportion, 
Kifletb his ſhade,recounteth all alone 
His owne good parts )who enuies him?not T, 
For well he may, withour all rtualrie, 

Fie,whether's fled my ſprites alacritie/ 
How dull I yent this humorous poeſie! 


- Infaith I am ſad,I ampoſleſt with ruth, 


To ſeethe yaineneſle of faire Albions youth; 
To ſee their richeſt time euen wholly ſpent 
In that which is bur Gemries ornament, 


Which being mean!y done,becomesthem well: 
But when with deere t1mes lofle they doe excell, 
How ill they doe things well!To daunce & fing, 


To vault, tofencegand tairely trot aring 


With good grace,meanely done,O what repute 


They doe beget. But being abſolute, 
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| 


| 
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It argues too much time,too muchregard 
{mploy'd in that which might be beccerſpar'd 
Then ſubſtance ſhould be loſt, If one ſhould ſewe 
For Lesbias louc,hauing two daies to wooe 
And not one moreg& ſhould imploy thoſe ewaine 
The fauour of her wayting-wenchto gaine, 
Were he not mad?Your apprehenſion; 

' Yourwits are quick in application. * 
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Gallants 
Me thinks your ſoules ſhould grudge, &inly ſcorn 
To be madeſlaues,to humors that are borne 
In flime of filthy ſenſualitie. 
Thar part, notſubieR to mortalitie 
(Boundlefle,diſcurfive apprehenfion 
Giuing it wings co at his funCtion ) 
Me thinks ſhold murmur, whe you ſtop his courſe, 
Andſoyle hisbeautiesin ſome bealily ſource 
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Humonrs, 


Of brutiſh pleaſyres, Bur it is ſo poore, 
So weake,lo hunger bitten, cuermore 
Kept from hisfoode meager for wantof meateg 
Scorn'd and reieted,thrult from out his ſcare, 
Vpbrai'd by Capons greace,confumed quite 
Py eating itewes, char wafte the better ſpright, 
Snibd by his baſer parts3zthatnow poore Soule 
(Thus peſanted co each lewd thoughtscontroule) 
Harth loſt all heart, bearing all iniurics, 
The ytmolt ſpight,and rank'ft indignirres 
With forced willingneſſe, Taking great toy 
If you will Jaine his faculties imploy 
Bucin the mean'ft ingenious qualirie, 
(How proud he'le be of any dignitic?) 
Pur it ro muſick, dauncing, fencing ſchoole, 
Lord how Ilaughto heare ihe prettic foole 
How it will prate/hisrongue ſhall neuerhe, 


Bur {Il diſcourſe of his o_ qualicie; 
Egging 
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| Epgogidg his maſtertoproceede from this, 

| © Andgetthe ſubſtance of celeſtial bliſe, 

' HisLordfiraight cals his parliament of ſence, 

| Bur till the ſenſuall haue preheminence, 

The poore ſoules better part ſo feebleis, 

So cclde and dead is his Syndereſis, 

That ſhadowe. r by 0de chaunce ſometimes are got, 
 ®Bmt0 the ſubſtance isreſpetednot. 

| Hereendsmyrage,though angry brow was bent, 
YetIhaue ſung in ſporting merriment, 


Humonrs. 


FIN1S, 


AAS Nah 
na 


4 &9 


{> - — 
> 


2 


GT bs 


4; T ocuerlaſting Ob/:- 


muon. 


Deride me not,though 1 ſeeme petulant 
To fall into thy chops, Let others pray 
For cuer theirfaire Poems flouriſh may, 
But as for mecyhungry Oblixion 
Deuour me quick, accept my orizon: 
My earneltprayers,whichdoe importune thee, 
With gloomy ſhade of thy till Emperie, 
Toyaile both me and my rude pocke. 


T Houmightie gulfe,inſatiat cormorant, 
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To —_— obliuton, 


Farre worthier lines in filenceofthy Nate 

Doe ſleepe ſecurely free from loue or hate: 

From whichthisliuing,nere can be exempr, 

Bur whilſt it breathes will hate andfurie tempt. 

Then cloſe his eyes with thy all- dimming hand, 

Which not right glorious actions can with-ſtand 

Peace hatefull tongues, I now in ſilence pace, mee 

 Valeſicſomehound doc v.aake me from my placcy reac 

I with this ſharpe,yet well meant poehie, 
Will ſleepe ſecure,right free from wiurie ain 
Of cancred hate, or rankeſt villanie. tile 


To him that hath peru- 


ſed mee, 


Entle, or vngentle hand that holdcſt mee, ler 

not thine eye be caſt ypon priuatenefſle , for Ipro- 

reſt I glaunce not on it, If thou haſt peruſed 

mee , whar lefler fauour canſt thou grantthen nor 

to abuſe mee with vniuſt apphcation ? Yer I feare 

mee, I ſhall bee much , much minricd by two ſortes of 
readers: the one being ignorant, not knowing the na- 
rutc of a Satyre,( which is, vnder tained priuate names , 
ro note generall vices ,) will necdes wreſt each fained 
name to a priuate vnfained perſon. The other roo ſub- 
tile, bearing a priuate malice ro. ſome greater perio-= 
nage then hee dare in his owne perſon-ſeeme to ma- 
ligne, will ſtriue by a forced application of my 'gene- 
rall reproofes to broach his priuate hatred , Then the 
I3 whuch 


To the Peruſer, 


which I knowe nor a greater iniury can be offeredto a 
Satyriſt , I durſt preſume , knew they how guiltletie, and 
how free I were from prying into priuateneſſe , they 
woulde bluſh to thinke, how much they wrong them- 
ſclues, in ſeeking to iniure mee, Let this proteſtation 
ſatisfie our curious ſearchers. So may Lobraine my beſt 
hopes, as I am free from endeauouring to blaſt anic pri- 
uate mans good name, If any one (forced with his owns 

uit ) will curneithome and ſay Tis1, I cannot hinder 
by . Neither doe I inture him, For other faults of 
Poche, I craue no pardon,in that I ſcorne all pennance the 
bitrereſt cenlurer can impoſe ypon mee, Thus ( wiſhing 
each man to leaue enquiing Who I am, and learne to 
_o_ humſelfc,) I rake a folemne congee of this fuſtic 
world. 


Theriomaſttx, 


